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	1. Chapter 1

**Gah! What am I doing posting another story?! Stupid Oliver, you don't have time to do another story...**

**Well I couldn't help it, so new HTTYD story everyone! Hurray! *fanfare plays in background***

**Okay, for those who've not read it, some elements of this may be taken from my story "To Change a State of Mind" (The name of Astrid's Nadder for instance, yeah I've decided to ignore cannon and just use the name I made up instead). So you can read it first...if you really want to...it's only 7 chapters! But if you don't that's fine.**

**Also if you haven't watched Gift of the Night Fury, yeah **_SPOILAGE HERE**!**_

**Also #2, if you're wondering about the HTTYD show that's coming on Cartoon Network, yeah that doesn't apply to this story.**

***sigh* Look I'm not gonna promise frequent updates, cause, let's face it I don't update quickly. And with my second year of college about to start (not to mention the fact that i'm trying to raise money to go to Africa, and my bible study sessions, and my homework), yeah, don't expect anything quickly.**

**-donthurtmepleaseImonlyaninet eenyearoldgirlImnotbatmanguy scomeonIcantdoeverything!-**

**BUT I WILL UPDATE...eventually.**

**Anyway, if you can live with all that then let the adventure begin!**

_**Disclaimer: Yeah, nothing's changed since I finished TCSM. I still don't own How To Train Your Dragon. But this time I do own the plot and any original characters. I've moved up in the world!**_

* * *

><p>Snow, the cleanest, purest kind fell down onto the already covered forest floor. The tree trunks proudly stood as massive gray and brown columns, holding up one layer of white while growing out of another. The space in between was peacefully silent and barren, and anything green had long since been covered by nature's own white-out.<p>

Life, however, did not cease its existence in the wintery landscape, though it was clinging desperately to what salvations the winter would mercifully hand out. A lynx prowled along the rocks, searching infinitely for a quarry that was either awake or asleep. The few birds that did not migrate sat on barren branches, singing soft notes of woe to the falling flakes of frost. A deer waded its way across the landscape, sniffing at branches, eating the softest of barks, and freezing at the noises that flittered through the echoic space.

He lifted his head gracefully, large antlers crowning its head in a show of his own grandeur and strength. The buck's muscles twitched underneath a thick hide, one that had seen and survived many of the North's harsh winters.

But even that could do nothing against the arrow that whizzed through the white barrier above, and could only feel as the weapon embedded itself into its side.

A strangled cry and soft footfalls of an animal trying to escape death followed, and red spotted the ground as the creature tried to escape the hidden predator, even if all its efforts would be futile. Within minutes, it lay dead on the ground, its blood draining into a patch of color, staining the snow's blank canvas.

A shadow trailed over its still form through the gaps in the trees, almost as dark as the creature that cast it.

The monstrosity swept over the land, wings beating and gliding along the wind currents. Atop its back sat the killer, clad in a thick long-sleeved fur shirt and matching coat, both of which fluttered endlessly against the chilled wind.

Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III sat on the back of his Night Fury, gazing through a telescope, which he had recently made, at the fallen buck. His bow was slung over his back, the dark wood and strong string of it digging respectfully into both his front and back. A quiver of arrows like the one he had just released sat clipped onto the right of the leather saddle he was seated on.

A smirk played across his lips at the sight of the result of his hunting, and he tucked the eyeglass into a holder along his belt, "Yes! Oh Yeah! Did you see that, Bud? I got it!"

The dragon, Toothless, grumbled in amusement at his rider, gazing hungrily down at the animal and smelling the life that seeped from it.

If anyone were to ask Hiccup how he fared during Berk's winters, he would probably answer the same as all the other Vikings that resided on the island. It was only harsh only to those who weren't prepared, and it was only cold to those who paid attention to the temperature. The winters of the north were something both the boy and dragon were used to and something that wouldn't keep them from their daily routine.

It had been a year and a half since dragons had joined the ranks amongst the Berkians, since the both of them had defeated what had been named the Green Death, since both of them had respectfully lost their ability to move around the land freely without the help of their prosthesis.

That year and a half had been better than all the years before. That is, according to most of Berk. With the end of the war came the beginning of friendship, of early morning flights, of knowledge about dragons that even Fishlegs didn't know; it was without doubt the best thing that the villagers on the island could ever hope for.

Especially when it made hunting a whole lot easier.

Hiccup brought his hand forward to pat Toothless' back, knowing the angle Toothless wanted to take with every flex of the dragon's muscles, every slight angle of the smallest turns. Hiccup no longer had to analyze or search for signs anymore when trying to figure out which way the Night Fury wanted to go, it was just instinct now.

"Alright, let's get down there and bring it back home. What do you say Toothless? I promise to let you have a leg or two," the dragon's fin-like ears perked up instantly, and let out an enthusiastic roar at the offer.

Hiccup barely had time to grab onto the front of the saddle as the Night Fury made a steep dive for the ground, "Whoa!"

Toothless came at the forest floor fast, his wingtips missing the snow covered trees by inches, and landed on the ground gracefully. Or as gracefully as a dragon could when bounding around with excitement. Although Hiccup was used to the dragon's enthusiastic nature, he wasn't exactly pleased to be jostled around so roughly. With quick expertise, he extracted his prosthetic leg from its modified stirrup and hopped off Toothless, sinking a foot into the snow when doing so.

Toothless ran up excitedly to the fallen deer, sniffing what Hiccup guessed was a wonderful smell, and opened his jaws to take a bite out.

"Toothless, not now!" Hiccup ran as fast as his prosthetic would let him, leaving a mismatched pair of footprints behind him, and shoved the dragon's snout away from the kill. Toothless narrowed his eyes at his rider before snorting in Hiccup's direction, the warm breath from his nostrils steaming in the cold air.

"I'll give you some when we get back to Berk. Now stop with the snorting and everything, and let's just get the kill home," Hiccup sent a slightly disgusted glance at the blood, trying not to imagine how much it would stain his clothing, not to mention his saddle. Toothless, as intelligent as his species was, gave a roll of his eyes at his rider's disgust.

With only a little bit of struggling on the Viking's part, the slain buck was successfully secured to the back of the saddle in less than ten minutes, which Hiccup prided himself in for a few moments before taking off into the chilled winter sky.

Within seconds they were at their original altitude, and Hiccup let his dragon guide them. The wind rushing past was cold but soft as it ran its fingers across his face and through his hair. Taking a deep breath, the air smelt of salt from the sea, and chilled his lungs upon its entry. Toothless' dark scales and flowing blood gave off some heat, creating a temperature contrast between the two halves of his body. Hiccup's body shivered involuntarily, something he was accustomed to this time of the year.

Cold or not though, flying was something Hiccup could never live without, not since he had first flown with his best friend. And, although his flight position evolved from hanging on to dear life to the dragon's tail to being able to do miraculous flips and tricks on and off his best friend's back, the thrill of the flights was just as strong as their first.

If you asked around in Berk, the villagers wouldn't say that Hiccup and Toothless were best friends, but more like brothers. They were two parts of one soul, where one could not exist without the other. Hiccup's father and the Chief of Berk, Stoick, wouldn't disagree. Neither would his friends Fishlegs, Ruffnutt, Tuffnutt, and Snotlout. And especially not…

A loud roar and a rush of air flying past the two caused Hiccup to jump and accidentally move Toothless' tailfin into a different position. Toothless let out a roar of surprise as he suddenly took a ninety degree angle to the right and Hiccup felt the familiar sensation of his body almost sliding off the dragon and into a free-fall.

"Whoa!" he waved his arms frantically, trying to counteract the force of gravity, before grabbing the saddle to pull himself back up.

Toothless glared back at his rider and growled as Hiccup positioned himself back into a balanced state, "Hey, don't look at me like that!"

Toothless snorted, but the glare didn't let up.

"It wasn't me! Well, ok it _was_ me, but it wasn't my fault, it was…"

"Having a little trouble there, huh, Hiccup?" the russet haired boy looked to his left and found Astrid Hofferson sitting atop her Nadder, Cress, giving him the most innocent smile he'd ever seen her make. It was _too_ innocent.

He smirked at her, "Oh I'm sorry Astrid, I didn't see you there! You see, this annoying wind came out of nowhere and decided to push Toothless off course. And, you know, made me almost fall to my death and all!" He patted Toothless' head while the dragon nodded for emphasis.

"Oh please, like you would ever fall," Astrid tried to look unamused, but failed to hide the small smile that forced its way out onto her face. Her eyes widened when she caught sight of the boy's hunting quarry strapped behind him though, "Hiccup, is that…?"

"A deer, yes it is. Can you believe it?" Hiccup said with a smug smile.

"I'm working on that part. How'd you find it, I haven't seen anything bigger than a rabbit for at least two months."

He shrugged, "Beats me, we were flying over the coast and Toothless caught the scent."

"Lucky you, I haven't caught anything except a few birds and a squirrel that didn't want to hibernate."

Hiccup gave an understanding nod at that, it'd been a problem for Berk this year. For some reason the hunting parties had been coming back with less and less game to feed the village. They'd sent everyone out, from the best hunters and trackers to the women who usually didn't partake in the act, to scout for more food to keep the village up and alive until the middle of spring set in and the ice melted. Whether it was the unforgiving winter or the accusation of overhunting- something everyone knew was true but never mentioned- the village was getting to one of the lowest amount of food supplies they've had in a while.

Some people believed it was because of the immense number dragons they now had to feed.

Hiccup looked over at Astrid's blue and yellow Nadder, Cress, and then back to his own dragon. Even if they were the reason, Hiccup believed the Berkians would never give up their newfound friends for something as simple as food.

"Hiccup," he blinked, coming out of his daze and turning to the direction the voice came from, "You okay over there?"

He smiled in reassurance to Astrid, who was giving him suspicious looks, "I'm fine. So, my dear, what are you doing up here anyway?"

Astrid, trying to ignore the fluttering feeling that came from the way the boy addressed her, sat up straighter as she remembered her reason for seeking out the boy, "I almost forgot, Gobber found me while I was hunting. He wanted me to remind you to get back early for the meeting."

Hiccup's eyes went as wide a saucers, and he looked off towards his home in horror, cursing softly into the wind, "Oh gods! The meeting with the Elders! What time is it?"

"Um, almost midday I'd say," she saw him relax slightly at the news, his body becoming less tense against the wind.

Hiccup ran a hand through his windblown hair, muttering anxiously under his breath, "O-okay, well that gives me at least a little bit of time to get ready."

Astrid gave the boy an encouraging smile; she knew he had a right to be nervous about things like this, now that his dad had been giving more and more thought to Hiccup becoming his successor. And with a decision like that came training, which meant sitting in on meetings, volunteering ideas to better the village, and other important things that dealt with not just the wellbeing of dragons but with every man, woman, and child in the community as well. Although, that wasn't the part he was nervous about. No, the thing that put so much pressure on him was the fact that, even if Stoick saw him fit to lead after the burly man's death, that didn't mean the Council of Elders did. To even get a shot at the title of Chief, he had to prove himself worthy.

And defeating a giant, enraged dragon, an act that ended a long war between species, only got him so close to his future position.

Astrid nudged Cress closer to Toothless with her foot, to the point where their wings brushed as they flew.

"Come on, why don't we go bring our kills to the adults to skin and I'll walk you to the Great Hall?"

Astrid had spoken the sentence in a calm voice, and in return received a gentle smile of agreement from the boy. However, she could still see the nervousness he tried to hide away inside. The knowledge caused the blonde girl to sigh. There wasn't much she could do to take away such stress, but she would stand by and support him no matter what.

"Hey, I'm gonna come over," Astrid shouted over the wind, starting to untangle herself from Cress' saddle. Astrid gathered her wits, bringing Cress just a little closer to Toothless. She eyed the small space between Hiccup and the deer secured behind him. The blonde patted Cress and gave her orders to go back home. Then she shakily stood, readjusting her feet so she could balance against the harsh winds. She set her eyes on Hiccup and crouched.

Hiccup gave her a skeptical look, "What? At this speed? Are you sure you can…"

She jumped across the space and Hiccup threw his hand out to latch on to hers. She scrambled against Toothless' side for a minute before finding a foothold on a part of the saddle. Pulling herself up with ease, she immediately encircled his waist with her arms and snuggled her head into his back.

She felt his chest vibrate as he gave a soft laugh, "Of course you can. Don't know why I asked."

She chuckled, "Actually I wasn't sure for a second, but I knew you would catch me. It's probably nothing compared to the crazy stunts you two do."

"Yeah, well you can only fall so many times before you figure out how to fly," he tilted his head back so he could place a kiss on her own. Astrid giggled at his antics and gave his arm a light slap.

Both of their stomachs suddenly lifted into their throats as Toothless took a steep dive. They were coming up on Berk soon, so Astrid settled herself closer to her boyfriend, relishing the warmth he provided. If she had to describe their relationship in one word to anybody it would be blissful. It started out shy and timid, especially since neither one really dated before. Nobody ever considered Hiccup to be a good candidate in the game of love, so Astrid knew he didn't have much luck in that field. But she was sure she surprised him when she said the same.

"_B-But you're so pretty and awesome, how in the world have you been single all this time?" he asked when they talked about it._

_Astrid shrugged, "It just was something I was never interested in. You know, with training and all, it just slipped my mind. I didn't think it was something I needed or would enjoy. So whenever some guy came up asking me if I wanted to 'work out' with them, I turned them down. When I went off to battle with you I realized that if I was going to date anybody it would be you."_

_He had tried to hide his delighted smile with a smirk, but failed miserably. "So does this mean that if I asked you to 'work out' with me you'd say yes?" Hiccup's voice was hopeful as he wiggled his eyebrows suggestively at her._

_A laugh bubbled up from within her, "You're so goofy."_

They landed easily on Berk's soil, stopping at the butchers to trade the deer in for skinning (or course after Toothless had taken a huge bite out of the thing). The owner was so pleased with what Hiccup presented that she gave the two teens a couple of slices of almond cake she made in congratulations. They left and made the trek to Gobber's blacksmith shop after discussing payment with the butcher.

Hiccup intertwined their fingers, containing what little heat their appendages gave off as they entered the shop, "Okay I just have to put Toothless' saddle back up and then we can head off to the Hall.

They both took off their cloaks as they entered the shop, the heat from the fires made the temperature comfortable enough to not stay bundled up the whole time. Hiccup held the door open for his best friend. Astrid moved to the side as the large dragon bounded in, happy to be near his two favorite humans. As his rider fidgeted with the saddle straps, Astrid made her way around the shop, glancing at some of Hiccup's unfinished projects that lay scattered around the building. She caught a glimpse of one of Toothless' tailfins on a table in the corner and went to investigate it.

After scrutinizing it, she called out, "Hey Hiccup, why is this tailfin here?"

"What tailfin?" he moved away from Toothless slightly to peer over in my direction, "Oh, you remember that fin I made for toothless last Snoggletog? The one that would let him fly on his own?"

Toothless snorted at the mention of the dreadful contraption, but Astrid just nodded.

"Well after somebody-," he looked accusingly at Toothless, who was looking anywhere but at his rider, "-decided to destroy it, I made another one. You know, just in case something happens to me or if at some time I need to fly him without having to change his direction."

He sensed the death glare his Night Fury was giving him and gave the dragon a reassuring scratch along his neck, "Like I said, it's just a precaution."

He turned back to the saddle and with a grunt lifted the contraption off. Readjusting it in his arms, he brought it to the other side of the shop, muscles shifting underneath the fabric of his shirt. Astrid's eyes sat unwavering on his form, content with watching him. Sometimes she couldn't believe they were actually dating. Some days she'd wake up and have to check on Cress just to make sure her life wasn't a dream. She loved that her life wasn't just all about competition now. She loved that she could soar up in the sky without a care in the world. She loved the peace time the village had plunged into. She loved having someone to hold onto when she wasn't feeling her best. She loved hidden kisses and sweet whispers. Whatever this new life was, it couldn't be hers. And yet there she was, with the proof standing right in front of her.

"Astrid? Um hey, As-trid!" She blinked, coming back to the present to see Hiccup waving his hand in front of her line of sight. She batted it away gently, watching him as he chuckled, "You were doing it again."

"Doing what?"

"Staring at me with that…far-off look you always get. Oh wait, let me guess, the Amazing Astrid just can't get enough of me, huh? Did you notice I've been working out?" He struck a pose that reminded her of Snotlout when he was pinning for girls at the village square. She giggled, but, truth be told, she _had_ noticed. He gained a decent amount of muscle from the past two years or so, especially with the amount of time spent doing things that involved dragons as well as his job as a blacksmith, both jobs requiring a lot of heavy lifting. . Sure he was a long way from Snotlout and Fishlegs, with a muscle tone more like Tuffnutts than anybody's, but anything else just wouldn't be…Hiccup.

They'd both even had a few good sparing lessons, on her insistence. He'd been working hard on it too. She had deemed him fair in archery and swordplay. He was at least able to hold his own for a good while, and though she was sure he wouldn't use it to kill anybody, maiming was just as good. As long as he stayed safe long enough for her to find and back him up.

"Yes I've noticed. But maybe you haven't since I was there every time to help you. By the way, you're getting better and better every time we go practice."

Hiccup shrugged, "Well, I have an awesome teacher."

Her gaze softened at the words, blue irises sparkling at the compliment. People around Berk had always given her words of praise, but they were all for her fighting skills, her defense tactics, her ability to hit any target she needed to with perfect accuracy. She'd all but ignored such things now. She'd put on a smile and say her thanks out of politeness, but the words of affirmation didn't give her the same sense of pride as they used to. But when Hiccup said those kind words, when he gave her that amazed smile, that look of awe at what she's done, she felt happy; and usually those words weren't even about her fighting ability, but soft, simple claims like how pretty she looked that day or how much she made him smile. It was refreshing as well as flattering.

She stepped closer to him, "A teacher's only good if the student learns."

She gave him a soft kiss, her arms crawling over his shoulders and around his neck. Her fingers clung to the warmth of his skin, drawing her even closer. Her brain fuzzed in and out of reality as she felt one of his hands cup her cheek and the other go into her hair.

Kiss like this were sometimes rare for the two, depending on how many people were around or how busy they were, but, whenever they did happen, it took a long while before Astrid's skin stopped tingling.

They broke apart, and Astrid immediately felt the winter chill drift back across her skin.

Hiccup let out a long breath, a lazy smile on his face, "Wow, anymore of that and I won't want to go to the meeting."

"Like that's a hard decision anyway," she gave him one last kiss on the cheek, "speaking of which, you should probably get to the Great Hall."

"Okay," he offered up his arm to her, "Walk with me?"

Astrid nodded and placed her wrapped her own arm around his.

H~~~~~~~T~~~~~~~T~~~~~~Y~~~~~~D

The Great Hall was cleared out as Hiccup and Astrid walked in. All the wooden tables the villagers dined on were cast off to the side of the building, and in the middle now stood a great, circular table with enough chairs to seat around fifteen.

Hiccup stared at the largest chair, his father's, and felt a sense of dread come upon him. He didn't want to let his dad down again, he'd done it too many times already.

He felt a hand grip his bicep, "Hey, you okay?"

The look Astrid gave him was one of concern, and he felt a sense of guilt come upon him at the fact that he was making her worry so much. As a chief-to-be, he should be able to handle situations without causing uneasiness to the village. Gosh, he wasn't even the chief yet and he was already screwing up at the job.

"I'm fine," his voice came out sharper than he meant it to be, and Hiccup pretended not to see the shocked expression appear on his girlfriend's face at his tone.

The thing about Astrid was, she could always see through whatever veil he tried to put up. After her initial shock at his harsh tone, she set her expression to match his, "Well excuse me for being concerned, Hiccup. I'm only trying to help; you just seem so stressed about this."

He tried to keep up a stoic façade to keep her off track, but the longer she held a glare to his face, the quicker his shoulders slumped in defeat.

He gave a heavy sigh and apologized to her, "Sorry, Astrid. It's just-" he looked to the Elders who were already flocking around the table, taking in hushed voices about things hidden from his ears, "I can't stain the name of Haddock any more than I already have. I have to get this right not for the sake of my reputation, but for my dad's as well."

Astrid's expression softened at his words, "Hiccup…you haven't stained anything. You-"

"Have already made too many mishaps in my lifetime as a Viking. One good decision can't erase a hundred wrong ones, Astrid, and the Elders know that."

She moved to stand in front of him, and placed a hand on his cheek, rubbing her thumb back and for in a soothing manner, "But the one good decision you made was so lifechanging, it outweighed all the bad ones, Hiccup."

They glanced at the other adults as Stoick and Gobber entered the Hall, walking in a way that seemed to announce the beginning of the meeting. As the council moved to take their designated seats Astrid gave Hiccup a tight hug, giving him all the support she could before she was forced to leave.

"Don't stress too much, everything will sort itself out," she gave his cheek a soft kiss and his hand a squeeze before escorting herself out of the building.

Having his girlfriend leave his side was suddenly comparable to a drowning man losing the driftwood that helped him stay afloat. Hiccup stood at the side, analyzing the now filled table. Stoick caught his eye as he gave his son an encouraging nod, motion for Hiccup to stand behind his chair for the meeting.

Hiccup smiled, glad his father was at least on his side. He took a deep breath to steel himself and walked over to where Stoick indicated. He could feel the eyes of the Elders on him, and busied himself by studying the woodwork of the table they sat around.

Stoick didn't seem to notice the uneasiness his son was feeling as his voice boomed around the Great Hall, "Well, I see that we're all here. Let's get down to business."

Hiccup smiled at his Dad's straight-forwardness as he listened quietly to the meeting.

"First and foremost, as it were, we need to figure out how to solve our food problem. Winter is just beginning, and it's only gonna get worse from here on out. We need more food. How are the search parties going around the island?"

Gleb Haugen, a burly yet kind man who helped make most of the ships used by the village, stood out of his chair to address the question, "My search party went throughout the north and west side of the island. We stayed out there for a whole week, and the only thing we saw fit for eating were some hares and the bark on the trees. There is nothin', Stoick. We've checked everywhere, but nothin'."

Hiccup's eyes narrowed at the information. This wasn't good at all.

Stoick seemed to be thinking along the same lines as he addressed the man sitting next to Gleb, "And the east and south?"

"Same luck here, only the creek stopped us halfway. The ice is too thin to cross, and who knows if there's anythin' underneath. I say one more search party thata way."

Gobber spoke up from the side, "Aye, we could do that. But it'd take a week to even get to the creek, then how long after? What we need is food for right now, until we can gather a party and go out there."

"So what?" said a man near Hiccup in a defiant tone, "The livestock won't hold forever so what do you suggest? Fish? It's winter ya daft hog-knocker, there's barely anythin' left in the ocean!"

Gobber waved his hammer prosthetic flippantly at the other man, "Ah, put a sock in it Torsten ya old wet blanket."

Torsten crossed his muscled arms in front of his chest, "And even if we do, we're sending almost everyone out daily to catch the small beasties, nobody's gonna want ta go out over the freezing ocean to look for fish that aren't there."

"I will," The small argument ceased as the Elders looked at Hiccup. The boy froze now that he was in the spotlight, looking to his father and Gobber uncertainly, "I could lead a hunting party out to the south side of the sea. Me, Astrid, Snotlout, Fishlegs, and the twins can go."

Torsten scoffed, "Oh yes, let Hiccup go. Watch him come back soaking wet and empty handed."

There was scattered laughter from him and five others around the table, and Hiccup didn't know whether to feel belittled or angry by the insult.

Stoick pointed his finger threateningly at the brunette man, "I would watch your tongue Torsten. My boy saved all our lives and defeated a creature even you wouldn't dare challenge alone."

"Beginner's luck is what that was. Have you not forgotten what all he's done before that? All the mishaps you had to clean up, Chief? And may I suggest the fact that we've run out of food is because of all the extra bellies we have to fill? These dragons are using up supplies too fast to keep up with. And who's fault is that? Well, we all know the answer."

Something about Torsten stirred in Hiccup's memory. Something Astrid said about an angry mob that appeared outside his house when he was unconscious after the defeat of the Green Death. He figured that this man was one of few who still hadn't accepted the abrupt change of treatment towards dragons. It was kind of sad for Hiccup to think about. Even after almost two years, the man was still stuck on old traditions.

The thought of this steeled a resolve in Hiccup that hadn't stirred since his victory at the Nest. The need to be accepted, to be placed on the same level as the Vikings that surrounded him. The need to prove himself.

Hiccup stepped forward, out from behind his father's chair, and placed his hands on the table. He raked his eyes across the table as the Elders waited for his response.

Hiccup's gaze stopped as he leveled his eyes with his accuser, "Mr. Torsten me and the others will go out there and bring back something to eat. It may be a lot or it may be a little, but I assure you we _will_ find something."

Torsten's expressions didn't change and Hiccup held back a bleak sigh, "I don't know what I can do to change your views Sir, but if the fact that dragons coexist with us is the cause of this food shortage, then there's nothing we can do about it now. Half of our kills come from the aid of dragons, they're the reason we're still surviving.

We will go out and we will bring back food. That you can be sure of."

There was silence around the council as they contemplated the notion. Stoick was the first to break it, "Son, are you sure?"

"He is sure," the frail voice of Nordis wafted across the air. Hiccup turned towards her and saw her give a gentle smile at him, "It will serve as a good exercise for him. He who wants to lead a village first must learn to lead himself. If he believes he can do this, then he can."

Hiccup's head bowed slightly under the support given to him, and smiled back at the old woman, "Thank you Elder Nordis."

Stoick watched the exchange silently, before standing up," Alright, if Elder Nordis agrees, I agree. All in favor of letting Hiccup bring out a party on the sea? Say Aye."

There were multiple 'aye's that came from the table. Hiccup noticed that, while he was shaking his head, Torston also agreed. He guessed the man just wanted a chance at food, that or he wanted to see how much the boy failed at his quest.

It was official; Hiccup was taking a step further into becoming Chief, even if it was a simple fishing trip.

Hiccup didn't want to make a mountain out of a molehill, but it was still his first step.

If only he had looked before he walked.

* * *

><p><strong>Woohoo! Let's get this par-tay started!<strong>

**Well, I'm gonna go hunker down and watch some Kim Possible (DON'T JUDGE ME!) before Hurricane Isaac comes and kills the power. See ya guys!**

**...Mmmmm, and now I want some almond cake too...**

**~Oliver**


	2. Chapter 2

**Hurray! Chapter 2! Lol, yeah it took a while but hopefully I'll get better the further the story goes :)**

**I'm not sure how I feel about this chapter...a part of me likes it alright and the other is like 'meh I could do a lot better'. So i'll just let you guys decide for me.**

**Also, on a random note, I _LOVE_ writing Tuffnutt/Ruffnutt sibling banter, it's way too fun to be healthy, hehe.**

**So enjoy the chapter, and Merry Christmas :) (To those who don't celebrate it, Happy Holidays! Tell your family and friends you love them!)**

**_Disclaimer: Me no own How To Train Your Dragon. I own myself. And the food I buy. And toothpaste. And half of my clothes. And everything I buy for my college classes. And a lamp. And a hobbit. Yeah, I own a hobbit. That is all._**

* * *

><p>"So…why are we doing this again?"<p>

Hiccup turned around slightly from Toothless, who patiently waited as his rider adjusted the saddle on his back.

Hiccup pushed down the urge to roll his eyes, "Because we need the food, Snotlout. It's not like the fish are going to hop into our hands and say 'oh, please help yourselves to our flesh, we know how hungry you are'."

The burly teen spun from his own dragon and narrowed his eyes in irritation, "I _know _that!"

Hiccup heard a snicker some from one of the twins, who were doing gods knew what somewhere to the left of him. He recognized the voice of Tuffnutt as it muttered to his sister, "Yeah, but wouldn't it be awesome if fish did that"

"Only you would wish for suicide fish."

"It's not suicide if we eat them…or would it, you know, since it offered itself up?"

Snotlout, unamused by the two, sent an annoyed glare their way to try to shut them up, which failed as they simply laughed at him, before continuing, "What I meant was why are _we, _specifically, doing this? I could be spending this day doing much cooler stuff. Like, not freezing my butt off over an ocean or making a roasting-hot bonfire! Or picking up hot chicks to _join _me at making a roasting-hot bonfire! That's two hot things I'm missing out on-ow!"

Astrid, having silently walked up to him, had her hand lingering in the air from her smack to the back of Snotlout's head, "It won't kill you to go on a quick errand. Suck it up and take it like a man."

Hiccup didn't know whether to chuckle or sigh at Snotlout's grumbles. But he couldn't blame the guy, it wasn't his idea in the first place.

After the meeting had concluded and the full realization of what he just offered to do hit him, Hiccup knew exactly how his friends would act. It's not that they wouldn't follow him or help, oh no, they'd jump at the chance to help their village. However, Hiccup wasn't dumb enough to believe they'd make it easy on him. Despite Astrid calling their little fishing trip a 'quick errand', it was going to be a long day filled to the brim with cold sea spray and complaining dragon riders. He was glad Astrid was there to help him keep the others in line. Because, deep down, he just knew they were going to find a way to entertain themselves, and he was sure it wasn't going to be something pleasant.

Astrid brought out of his musings by walking up next to him and leaning against Toothless' warm side.

"So, Fishlegs and I found a net that we can use. And he says Meatlug is strong enough to carry it for us."

Well that was one less thing he had to worry about. He gave her a grateful smile

"Really? That's great, thanks. That actually saves us a lot of time," he started looking around for Fishlegs, but returned to straightening his dragon's saddle when he didn't see any sign of the boy, "Um…where is he?"

Out of the corner of his eyes, he watched as Toothless sniffed Astrid up and down, probably trying to sniff out a treat, and she in turn patted his head, "He's trying to secure it to his dragon, she keeps running after the sheep let loose around the dock."

Hiccup smiled back, "That's a good thing, considering what I have in mind. That she can carry it, I mean."

"Oh? And are you going to share this 'plan' with your co-captain?"

"Co-captain? More like a sidekick."

Astrid gave him a light slap across his shoulder as he laughed, and smiled in spite of herself.

The change of subject from Astrid was quick and blunt, just like always, "Are you sure you want to do this?"

Astrid and Toothless, who was probably just having fun mimicking her, stared him down in a way that could only make him tell the truth, "Well, I don't have much of a choice about it now, do I? I told the Elder council I would bring back food, and that's what I'm going to do."

"And if we don't find anything?"

Hiccup sighed, "You guys are free to leave anytime you choose. You know that, the others know that. If we have a stroke of horrible luck and don't catch anything then I'll stay by myself. I'm the one that promised, not you."

"Oh, enough of that big, tough-guy speech. Even if they leave, which I doubt, I'm staying 'till the end," she teased, but her eyes shone with understanding.

"Yeah, like we'd leave you in the middle of the ocean, lover boy," he hadn't even noticed Snotlout come up behind him until his hair was ruffled.

Hiccup sent a mock glare at his cousin, before something behind the burly teen caught his eye, "Well, Fishlegs is here. Lets fly."

H~~~~~~~~~~T~~~~~~~~~~~~~T~~~~~~~~~~~~Y~~~~~~~~~~~D

The single thing that took up Astrid's mind as she and her friends flew out to the south of Berk was that the air was freaking cold. No, cold wasn't good enough, it was similar to hundreds of microscopic shards of ice being slammed into her skin. Not that she'd ever experienced that before.

She didn't know how far south they had flown from Berk, a few hours at least, but she couldn't feel any difference in the temperature of the air. It didn't help that the sun was blocked out by a wall of white, dreary clouds. Not only could she not tell how long they'd been flying but she was also deprived of what little warmth the sky offered up.

Shivering, she leaned closer down onto Cress' back before shouting over the wind, "How much further Hiccup?"

They were flying in a V-shaped formation; Hiccup, being the leader of their little flock, took the lead on Toothless. She and Snotlout flew on either side of him with the twins and Fishlegs backing them up as the rear. Hiccup had taken a look at one of his father's maps before they started saddling up and gathering supplies. Astrid knew he already had a plan wrapped up in that head of his that was just waiting to be put into action.

She saw him mumble something to himself, but the words were spoken too quietly for her to decipher, as he scanned the horizon for what seemed like the hundredth time since they left.

However, this time he found what he was looking for, "Now long at all. Look," his eyes lit up in accomplishment as he pointed northeast from their position.

Astrid narrowed her eyes at the splotch her boyfriend had pointed out to try to identify it.

"Is that an island?" Snotlout asked, holding a hand above his eyes as if that would help him see it better.

Hiccup nodded in affirmation, signaling the group to change their flight pattern to head towards it. His mouth opened to explain, but Fishlegs beat him to the punch, "That's the island of Halldor. The soil's as hard as rock if it's not rock itself, so nothing is able to grow there. Nobody lives there because of that. It's basically just a hunk of rock and dirt."

"Exactly," Hiccup gave his friend an affirmative smile, "It's far enough south that it's a few degrees warmer that Berk, and, since nobody lives there, there's bound to be tons of fish hiding in the rocks under the water. If anyplace around Berk still has fish swimming around, it'll be there. We'll cast the net out and fish for a few hours, take a rest on Halldor if we need to, then head back home with food for the whole village."

Astrid bit her lower lip, that plan almost sounded too good to be true. Knowing them, their fair share of luck probably wouldn't hold out that long.

It didn't take long to reach the island, it was closer than it appeared to be when they first saw it. As Astrid landed Cress, scratching her Nadder on the neck in praise, she took the chance to examine the large hunk of land.

Well, large wasn't exactly a good word to describe it. It wasn't as large as it was tall. Blackish-grey cliffs towered over her and her friends, hundreds of feet high. The shore was wide but not nearly as wide as Berk's, and the bluff's walls were littered with holes and crevasses, she even saw a decent sized cave carved out of the cliff-face near their landing spot. It kind of reminded her of the Nest in some ways, except for the fact that she couldn't seen any dragons, let alone any other kind of living creature. Nor was there a giant Queen dragon that wanted to eat them. That was a plus.

It was just as Fishlegs said, it was a lifeless island.

_Not even in a frightening way either_, Astrid thought to herself and stuck out her tongue at the island in an uncharacteristic show of childishness. The island did nothing in response.

"This place is creepy guys," Tuffnutt said as he hopped off of his Zippleback.

Ruffnutt patted his cheek, their dragon's heads, Belch and Barf, gave the twins exasperated looks, "Aw, it the wittle baby scared?"

Tuffnutt swatted his sister's hand away, "Uh, do you not see the ominous black rock formations and cave? It just screams 'Island of Death'!"

"Ha! You _are _scared!"

"Am _not_!"

"Guys," Hiccup shouted over them, "save the arguing for later we have to get this done. Now gather around and listen up."

The teens gathered in a circle and listened to their appointed leader. The plan was to take the net, which Astrid swore was as wide as one of the wings of the Green Death, out over various spots around the island. Cress, the twin's Zippleback, Meatlug, and Hookfang would each hold a corner of it and drop it into the open water and hover for awhile. Toothless, who couldn't hover in one spot very long due to his handicap, would frighten the fish to swim into the area and keep them in with his speed. Once they felt they had herded enough of the beasties into the net, _snap_! They would close the net and eat seafood for dinner.

Astrid had to admit, it was a good plan.

For the rest of the day, until the amount of daylight had diminished drastically, they had carried out said plan. It had worked wondrously, Astrid didn't even realize there were that many fish still in the area. Strange how a few degrees of warmth can change the amount of food available. They dropped the net into the water a total of ten times, sometimes they were rewarded with a lot when the net was pulled up, sometimes there was a little, sometimes the group barely caught anything, but by the time Hiccup had called it a day, there was a decent amount of fish shoved in the baskets hanging on their dragons' saddles. Enough to even spare a few as a snack for the dragons, who were very pleased with the treat.

With the stash of fish safely on the island, Hiccup presented the idea of going out and doing one more round, of course the group all agreed.

The group hopped onto their dragons once more, Astrid noticed with more a spring in their steps than there had been that morning, and headed out a little farther from the island.

With all the attention she had given to the act of fishing and the enjoyment of receiving a fairly large catch, Astrid, as well as the others, hadn't noticed the darkening of the sky until she felt a drop of cold water drip down her face. She cast a curious glance upward and saw snow falling. She shoved the thought to the back of her mind before a deep rumble of thunder sounded off close to their little group. She looked over to Hiccup, who had abandoned his duties herding fish into the net to look in the direction the thunder came from. She was about to call out to him when another closer, earth-shattering _bang _and a blinding flash of lightning ran out across the ocean.

Astrid covered her ears at the deafening sound, and looked over to Ruffnutt and Tuffnutt who had almost fallen off their dragon at the startling sound. She made sure everyone else was still on their dragon and had regained their bearings before signaling Cress to drop her edge of the net and fly over to where Hiccup and his Night Fury were flying.

When she caught up to them, she saw that Hiccup's eyebrows were scrunched in worry and confusion as he stared at the sky.

"You think it's going to snow hard?" She asked the chieftain's son over the distance.

She opened her mouth to ask again when he didn't answer, but a sound made her stop. A dull roaring came from in front of her, something she was terribly familiar with. Of course, why hadn't she realized it before? Cress tensed under her and gave a frightened squawk, the atmosphere seeming to shift under the realization of what was upon them.

She heard Hiccup curse softly before guiding Toothless back to the others at an alarmingly swift pace, but not before shouting, "Blizzard!"

Astrid snapped her head around to the direction he was staring at, and sure enough a wall of white could be seen in the distance, and it was approaching rapidly.

Astrid guided Cress to follow after Toothless, it looked like their stroke of good luck had run out.

_Bad, bad, very bad, _Astrid through to herself as they flew back.

Blizzards came often to Berk, and when they did they were usually massive. They could last for days on end and the damage to the land and livestock weren't taken lightly either. Astrid and her mother, as well as everyone else, hid in the safety of their houses until they weren't blocked inside from the snow. Anybody stupid enough to be outside during one would freeze to death in little time. Of course, their houses were built to withstand such weather, but out in the open over the ocean? Astrid gave herself at the most a day before frostbite (and eventually death) came upon her.

She caught up with Hiccup, who was flying to each of the other trainees, giving them warning, "Come on, pull the net up a blizzard's headed our way! A big one!"

Snotlout did as he was told but shouted after his cousin, "What? And you didn't notice it before! Where are we supposed to go?"

She saw Hiccup run a hand hastily through his hair as he thought, "Go…go…go to…the cave! Tuffnutt, didn't you say you saw a cave on Halldor?"

"Uh, not in those exact words, but yeah-"

"Go there, get the fish and dragons inside and go in as deep as you can, even if you get split up! Just go!"

By the time the net was brought up, the storm had hit them. Astrid sunk into her fur coat, wincing when she felt the snow hit it and melt from her body heat. The wailing of the wind was deafening and the amount of snow that slammed into her was blinding. Cress squawked in surprise at the sudden change of weather. Astrid shook snow out of her eyes, wincing as it went down her neck and under her coat instead, and tried to catch a glimpse of the others, one in particular.

"Hiccup!" she shouted over the monstrous storm that sat on top of them.

"Astrid!" a familiar voice answered her. She caught a glimpse of black shifting through the white and flew Cress towards it, taking little to no time to find herself right on Toothless' tail.

Astrid, with what little visibility she had, kept as close to Hiccup as possible. She wasn't worried he'd fall off or that Toothless wouldn't be able to find his way, no she knew they were capable of making it out on their own. However, the way the wind tried to bite and tear at Toothless' fake tailfin had her worried. The fabric fluttered violently as the white demon tore at it, being thrown to and fro across it's metal skeleton. She had Cress fly right on the Night Fury's tail, the bright splotch of red and black being the only thing she could discern in the cold whiteness.

He had one close call, where the wind and ice managed to get it's jaws around Toothless' tail and rip the edges of it slightly. Toothless gave the dragon equivalent of a stumble and slid in the air before adjusting and flying on with less precision than he had before.

Cress' flight pattern wasn't much better despite her not having the same inconvenience.

Her dragon roared in frustration as another blast of wind sent snow and ice into her face. Astrid shushed her Nadder, "It's alright girl, we're almost there I promise. Just stay close to Toothless."

After what seemed like hours Astrid was finally able to see the dark island, standing out invitingly through the harsh snow. She let a breath she hadn't know she'd been holding out through her mouth. And regretted it when she was rewarded with a mouthfull of snow.

With the mouth of the cave being wide enough for their dragons, Astrid and Hiccup flew inside. They flew in until the tunnel became too narrow for the dragons to proceed into without clipping their wings.

Once Cress was on solid ground, Astrid hopped off her Deadly Nadder with shivering, numb legs and gave her friend a few frozen pats as she unsaddled her, "Good girl, C-Cress. Very good, it's all over now. Go get w-warm."

After setting the saddle down, she assessed herself as well. Her coat, damp with melted snow, wasn't helping her body temperature rise at all. She looked over and saw that Hiccup was in the same condition, Toothless stood behind him, shaking off the white patches of ice that had frozen onto this body and wings.

The loud complaints that fluttered from the cave to her ears told Astrid that the others had made it safe and sound.

Hiccup, having taken his coat off, walked up to her and helped her unfreeze enough to slip hers off as well, "W-we can't keep these on. We'll g-get hypothermia, or worse."

He slung their furs over a nearby overhang on the wall, and Astrid let out a choked chuckle as the Night Fury scratched at the cave floor before sending a stream of blue-hot fire down. Hiccup pinched the bridge of his nose in exasperation when he then proceeded to roll around in the embers.

"Toothless, you're going to singe the-oh forget it," the obsidian dragon, now laying on his back with legs kicking in the air, simply shot his best friend a toothelss smile. Astrid laughed again, if anything the dragon sure did know how to push his rider's buttons.

Astrid took his hands in hers, and briskly tried to rub the warmth back into them after giving an inner wince at how icy they felt. His lips were slightly blue with cold, and she was sure hers were as well. She gave him a kiss, that was meant to warm the both of them up.

He smiled at her as they turned to rejoin the others, "Thanks for sticking close behind us. I wasn't exactly sure Toothless' tail would make it through that."

Astrid smiled back and hugged him closer, "I would never leave you behind."

H~~~~~~~~~T~~~~~~~~T~~~~~~~Y~~~~~~D

Hiccup was relieved to find that the others had come out unscratched, despite Snotlout being sure his whole body had gotten frostbite. He was just as relieved that Toothless' fin had held out through the ride to safety. He made a mental note to thank Gobber for doing such a good job at making it when he got back home. He didn't think Toothless would've held up so well against the wind otherwise.

The others, cold and tired from the day's work, ended up huddling against their dragons not long after. With the exception of Astrid, who went into a deep sleep with him on one side and Cress nuzzled up on the other. Only after he'd been sure that all the others were asleep did he let himself brood.

He had been stupid. Stupid and overconfident.

It would've been _so easy _to tell the blizzard was coming. He was the leader, he should've been looking out for them. He should've notice the thunder in the distance, the roughness of the seas.

If he had been paying attention, he could've gotten everyone packed up and headed back home in time to have them sitting out the storm in front of a fireplace, not a dingy cave in the middle of nowhere. Strike number Odin-knows-what for Hiccup Horrendous haddock III.

_Idiot._

He ground his teeth in self-deprecation, only coming out of his revere by a something prodding his shoulder. He turned and saw Toothless looking at him with a look that Hiccup could swear went straight through his body and into his soul. Without any words, a lecture from the dragon was given and received. Hiccup sighed and held his hand out to his friend. Toothless, like that first day in the cove so long ago, nuzzled the appendage with the tip of his nose in a reassuring manner before settling his head on his riders lap. Before long the dragon had joined the others in sleep.

Hiccup placed a hand on the Night Fury's head and gave a few thankful scratches. He spoke softly so as not to wake the girl on his other side, "You're right, no use worrying about it now."

He glanced towards the entrance of the cave. Although the opening to the outside was far off and not in sight, he could still hear the howling of the wind as it attacked the sides of their sanctuary.

Hiccup leaned his head back on the rock wall and closed his eyes, "We'll figure it out in the morning."

Hiccup wasn't sure how long they slept, but when Fishlegs shook him awake his legs were sore and his spine felt bent. Sleeping in a cave wasn't the best thing after a day of riding dragons. The blonde boy offered him a semi-scorched fish and Hiccup took it gratefully with an affirming growl from his stomach to back it up.

Astrid, having woken up earlier to go check out the weather, came back with a solemn look, "Well, the storm's still a-blowing. And it doesn't look like it's gonna let up anytime soon."

"Well, that's to be expected I guess," Hiccup said in between bites of Icelandic cod, "It is a blizzard after all. We should thank the gods we're lucky enough to have food. We'll probably be here a few days at the most."

Tuffnutt groaned, "A few days? What are we supposed to do during then?"

Silence consumed their group, "….I spy something black."

"Psh, a rock?"

"Damn. Your turn."

Hiccup, having finished his breakfast, stood up and stretched. Most of the dragons were still asleep, which was expected, they were the ones doing most of the work during their trip. He looked past Snotlout's Monsterous Nightmare, who's rider was strangely absent a the moment, and into the cave's darkness. He hadn't realized it until now, but the dragons must have sent their fire into their area of the cave, warming the air and setting the rocks alight with a light orange glow. But the areas behind them were dark. Dark and taunting.

"Guys!" a voice surprisingly came from the dark and taunting side of the cave.

Snotlout came out with an ecstatic look on his face, "You guys have got to come see this! I just found a relic! Come on!"

"What's a reli-"

Ruffnutt was cut off as Snotlout grabbed the twins roughly by their arms, ignoring their loud protests, and pulled them into the dark. Toothless, with his sharp hearing, brought his head up sleepily at the sound of them leaving.

Hiccup gave him a smile, "Stay here bud, we'll be right back."

The dragon simply went back to sleep, but Hiccup knew he understood perfectly. Strange how intelligent dragons were.

Navigating the darkness was a little harder than expected for the russet-haired teen, who couldn't feel the rocks in front of his left foot. He stumbled a few times but took pride in not falling flat on his face. Astrid walked next to him the whole time, watching over him like a mother hen. He didn't know if he felt irritated or flattered by that.

It wasn't long before they came upon Snotlout's discovery, and he didn't even have to announce it.

A hole stood in the ceiling of the cave, enough to give off some of the white light of the dawn into the darkness. Stalactites and stalagmites littered the area like teeth in a monster's jaws. It was amazing none of them had hit any on their way in from the storm.

Snotlout, who had dragged the others to a corner of the wall, called out to them, "Over here, come look."

Hiccup walked up to them and stared at the spot on the wall the others seemed entranced with. On the black rock was white writing, almost faded from view. Hiccup could understand it, but a few of the symbols seemed a little off, like somebody knew how to write the word but accidentally misplaced some letters with others.

"_Drómundr_," Hiccup read the word out loud. That's all it was, just a name. An name of who, or what, Hiccup didn't know. A person who had been stranded on the island maybe?

Ruffnutt scoffed, "That's all? I was expecting, like, glowing rocks or something."

Snotlout gawked at her, "Um, hello, this is an artifact of ancient history! I deserve some credit for finding _something _at least."

"Ancient history? More like some sludge-bucket just wanted to write his name on the wall a few years ago."

"You're just jealous you didn't find anything. But it's okay, I'll let it go. It's hard to be as awesome as me."

Astrid just shook her head, "Well, whoever wrote it, they're long gone now. Let's get back before our dragons decide to eat all our fish."

The others grumbled out agreements, none too excited about going back and waiting out the snowstorm.

Hiccup turned to follow them, but gave one last glance at the writing, and just barely making out the arrow drawn out underneath it that pointed down towards the cavern floor.

Drómundr.

He'd make sure to ask his father about the name when he got back to Berk.

Turning to follow his friends, Hiccup didn't get a few steps in before his prosthetic leg caught a rock, and he fell down face first. He pretended he didn't notice the other's winces and quiet 'ouch's that came afterwards. _Well, so much for not falling flat on my face_, he thought irately and sighed.

"Damn leg," he muttered as he tried to pick himself up, but he stumbled back when he tried to moved his amputated leg. Craning his neck to look, he found the metal foot of his prosthetic had gotten stuck in a crack in the rock floor. Another sigh, "Just what I need."

Astrid was beside him suddenly, her hand gently resting on his shoulder, "You okay?"

Hiccup nodded, only slightly embarrassed at his situation, "Yeah I'm alright. My leg's stuck though."

Astrid looked back at his leg and then nodded. She put the arm closest to her around her neck and helped balance him as he stood up, an arm around his waist to steady him, "Tuff, Ruff, help me hold him up."

They immediately came, not taunts or teasing leaving their mouths, and for that Hiccup was grateful.

That had been the biggest difference in their little group that had occurred since the defeat of the Green Death. Way back when dragons were still considered their greatest enemy, if Hiccup would've tripped and fallen it would've been met with laughter and ridicule from the twins and Snotlout, sometimes even Astrid if she were having a particularly bad day.

He had forgiven them long ago for that, and now, whether out of respect or friendship or the want to make up for all the times they didn't help, if any of them were ever in proximity they would go rushing to his assistance when he fell. He knew it wasn't out of pity, it was out of concern- and maybe a little pinch of love- and that's more than he could've ever asked for.

It took a little bit of maneuvering but somehow Tuffnutt, Ruffnutt, and Astrid were able to hold him upright. Astrid held him the tightest out of all of them, "Ok on three we're going to try to pull you out. Got it?"

Hiccup gave her a nod, looking down at his trapped leg and hoping the rock wasn't too solid to keep him trapped.

They tugged a few times, each try getting harder until the straps keeping his prosthetic on dug into his skin painfully.

"Ow, ow, ok this isn't going to work," Hiccup ground out tersely, and they set him down on the ground again.

Snotlout and Fishlegs bent down to get a closer look at the crack. Toothless, having heard his rider's distressed tone of voice from the other side of the cave, had appeared quickly, his body barely fitting through the narrowed tunnel. He stood around them, clawing and growling at the rock that held Hiccup's foot hostage.

"How'd you even get yourself stuck in there? It's, like, freakisly narrow."

What Snotlout got in response was a sigh, "I have no idea, all I did was walk."

Fishlegs suddenly started hopping up and down excitedly, "Oh! Oh! Hold on a second, I have an idea!"

He raced over back down the path, his heavy footsteps echoing around them in the slight darkness. A minute later he rushed back holding a metal spear he had gotten from his supplies.

"We'll just put the blade in and try to pry the crack open a little more. Or use it to chip away the rock."

Hiccup looked a little wary at the thought of Fishlegs or Snotlout brandishing a spear around his trapped leg and gave Astrid a subtle, helpless look.

She received it and handed him off to Snotlout, who he couldn't help but notice did _not _hold him as gently or comfortably as Astrid did, and took the spear from Fishlegs.

"Alright, I'll try to chip off some rock around his leg, just don't move him," and with that she brought the spearhead down fast and hard against the crevasse. Hiccup was slightly amazed at how hard the rock held, and after some time could see that her chipping was going nowhere. He sighed for what seemed like the hundredth time that day, maybe Toothless could throw a small fire ball at it; maybe that would make it a little weaker.

He heard Astrid growl in frustration and watched as she glared daggers at the floor, "This is ridiculous!"

She slammed the spear head into the center of the fissure with all her strength, and a low, sharp _crack _echoed through the cave. They all froze in shock and Toothless, ears pinned back, let out a soft whine as the floor beneath them let out another, louder crack and dipped slightly.

Hiccup stared as spider web fractures slithered from the imbedded spear and past their feet.

"That doesn't sound good," Fishlegs' nervous voice seemed quiet under the ominous noise of breaking rock.

It only took seconds before the floor gave out from under them and they all fell into darkness.

* * *

><p><strong>Some notes:<strong>

**So, I've never actually _been_ in a blizzard...an inch of snow is hard to come by where I live, so I apologize if I got any of the science wrong (_forgiveme!_)**

**I also feel that Hiccup is kinda OOC in this chapter, or at least more that I want him to be. So sorry for that too (_I'mahorribleperson!_)**

**Not to mention that this chapter seems kinda filler-ish, but it's important I swear! (_Idon'tdeserveyourkindness!_)**

**But the good news is the story is finally rolling! New characters and awesome things next chapter, be prepared.**

**Random Question Time!(Why? Cause it's fun)**

** The first reviewer to answer this gets a shout-out on the next chapter and bragging-rights ;) Be nice, no cheating and looking it up on Google (not that I can stop you)**

**Question: What movie did the song 'Zip-a-dee-do-dah' originate from?**

**Do me proud readers, and may the odds be ever in your favor.**

**See ya next time**

**~Oliver**


	3. Chapter 3

**Greetings and whatnot to all who come here.**

**Here you go friends, another chapter awaits you :) **

**I offer a congratulations to _Sword of the Auzure Rain_ for being the first to answer my Chapter question correctly! Congrats, you get bragging rights until next chapter!**

**Yes, the song Zip-a-dee-do-dah originated in the Disney film Song of the South.**

**Now, down to business, put your serious faces on. Some of my OCs enter in this chapter, and since this is the first time I've created and used Original Characters in fanfiction, I'd _really_ appreciate all and any creative criticism from viewers. Keep your criticism mature and if you have a problem, give me pointers on how to fix it. :) Judge away!**

**_Disclaimer: Knock knock. Who's there? I don't own How to Train Your Dragon. I don't own HTTYD who-? STOP REMINDING ME THAT I DON'T OWN IT!_**

* * *

><p>"Ahh-Oomph!"<p>

"Ouch! Watch where you're falling next time!"

"Oh, sorry, I didn't mean to. It's not like I was _freefalling _or anything, you know."

"Don't backsass me, man!"

"Dude, who's butt is in my face? Get off of me now!"

"I'm kinda stuck right now. And it's not like I _want _your face in my butt!"

"Shut up! If you fart I will castrate you!"

"Would you guys just calm down? Is everyone alright?"

"If you call a dragon landing on my spine 'alright', then yes. I feel fan-freaking-tastic."

"Enough with the sarcasm, Hiccup, you're not helping."

"Ugh, Toothless get off of me!"

Roar.

"That's it, you're going on a diet when we get home."

Hiccup heard an affronted growl before he felt a large weight lift off him and he took a deep breath in, finally able to breath properly.

The freefall and slide ride down the dark hole of doom, as Hiccup decided to refer to it as, was probably much shorter than seemed. The worst thing was the fact that he couldn't see anything within an inch of his face, which made him hyperaware to all the twists and turns the tunnel made, as well as the rocks and people that bumped into him on the way down. Digging his foot and prosthetic into the slickened rock hadn't helped him decrease his momentum much as he hoped it would. He had entertained the idea of throwing his arms out to the sides to hopefully catch a hold on the surrounding walls, but didn't have time to act on it once the rock disappeared out from under him.

Of course, there was quite a pile underneath him when he landed, and he considered himself lucky that he was the last off their ride. Then he felt the pain his friends experienced when his Night Fury landed on him, thus ending the dog pile.

"_Well, it could've been worse. Toothless could've crushed me to death," _he thought morbidly to himself after his dragon leap off and away from the group of humans.

He heard Toothless' claws clacking against the rocky floor as he slid off whoever was under him.

The darkness that invaded his vision during their fall hadn't let up now that they'd landed, and Hiccup put his arms out in front of him to make sure he didn't walk into a wall and break his nose.

Despite the darkness, the chieftain's son looked around, hoping to see some form of light, or at least a way out. Naturally, he couldn't see the ending hole that they'd fallen out of, but figured it wasn't too high up considering nobody was complaining of any broken bones. Yet.

He heard Astrid sigh somewhere off in the darkness, "Okay, role call, is anybody hurt?"

"I think I'm good." Hiccup checked each voice he heard.

Fishlegs was fine.

"My brother fell on my face, so yeah, it's probably flattened now."

"Would you shut it? It's not like you were the most comfortable thing to land on!"

The twins were bickering, which means they were both alright.

"Oh man! I can't see, I'm blind!"

"Snotlout, you're fine. It's just dark. None of us can see."

And Snotlout's intelligence didn't seem any different, so everyone was okay.

Hiccup smiled in relief. Their landing could've turned out a lot worse than it did. The last thing their little group needed was a series of broken bones and internal injuries.

"Hiccup, how about you?"

He turned his head towards the direction of Astrid's voice, "Yeah I'm alright. None of you happen to know where we fell from do you?"

"Well…I thought it was from over there."

Silence encased the cavern.

"Fishlegs, we can't see where you're pointing."

"Oh! Right." Hiccup suddenly felt a hand tap his shoulder as Fishlegs reached out for someone nearest to him. He grabbed Hiccup's arm and directed it to where he had been pointing to a moment ago.

"Alright, show everyone else, and let's see if we can find the tunnel we fell out of."

A distant, yet familiar, squawk echoed around them before they could act on Hiccup's command.

He heard a gasp from Astrid, "That's Cress, she must have heard us when we fell down."

Hiccup heard shuffling of feet as the blonde called up to her dragon. He soon tuned out what she was saying so he could think through their new situation and tried to turn around only to stub his good foot on a rock. Resisting the urge to hop up and down in pain, he grunted and cursed the darkness around him. At this rate, it was going to take a miracle for them to find their way out. Oh, why did he leave his matches in Toothless' saddlebag? He just had to unsaddle the Night Fury back…

Where was that dragon anyway?

"Toothless? Come here, Bud." he called out into the darkness, the call echoing before he heard a warble come from the distance. He figured Toothless had walked off a ways out of curiosity, despite the lack of noise the dragon gave off.

"_He's a Night Fury. Seeing in the dark is probably a necessity_," he smiled to himself. At least someone could see where they were.

Astrid's voice was lost in the echoes of Toothless' talons scraping against the floor.

Toothless nudged his side when he came within touching distance of his rider and Hiccup gave his scales a good scratch in praise. With his dragon near for support, the teen started to stretch his mind out for a plan to get back to the surface.

Hiccup thought about asking the dragon to send a stream of fire along the walls or ceiling of the underground hole they were in to gain some light, but that ran the risk of a cave-in if the rocks were too unstable.

He flinched with surprise as something suddenly touched his face.

"Oops, sorry," Astrid's hand went down onto his arm, "I called up to Cress and told her to go home. There's no way any of the others could fit through the tunnel to get to us, and who knows how big the hole in the floor is. Hopefully the others' dragons follow her lead and take the fish with them."

Hiccup groaned and ran a hand over his face at a thought that brought up, "Oh man, Dad's going to freak when they show up without us."

"You mean, you didn't tell you father where we were going?" Snotlout asked tensely.

"I thought we were going to be back within a day, so it didn't really cross my mind at the time."

"Alright, well, let's not dwell on that stuff and focus on trying to get out," Astrid's voice was soft but held no room for argument.

Hiccup nodded before remembering nobody could see it, "She's right. Let's try to come up with a plan. Toothless is the only-"

"Hello?"

All movement amongst the Berkians stopped as the light greeting echoed around them. Toothless moved his head away from Hiccup's hand and sniffed at the air suddenly as a bright white glow came into the cavern.

Hiccup snapped his eyes shut at the sudden intrusion of light before blinking to let his vision adjust to the shift. Resisting the urge to squint, he focused on the light and almost yelped in shock at what he saw.

Hovering in the air in front of him was a tiny white dragon, about the same length as a Terrible Terror, but thinner than them. It's body was like that of a snake's, with the exception of tiny fore and hind limbs that clung to it's sides as it flew. It's wings beat incredibly fast, so fast that Hiccup had to look closely to see flashes of it against the dark rock. What shocked Hiccup, though was the bright glow that came off it's scales, and plain patches of skin where the creature's eyes should've been. The teen quickly ran though all the articles from Berk's Dragon Manual in his head. He quickly came to the conclusion that he'd never seen or heard of this particular dragon before. He felt a familiar flicker of curiosity come to life in his head, as he examined the new discovery.

Tuffnutt backpedaled at the sight of it, "Whoa! What is that thing?"

Fishlegs' reaction was the total opposite as his eyes grew in wonder, "It's a glowing dragon. I've never seen one that _glowed _before."

Hiccup looked at the group, the light from the tiny dragon was so strong that he could make out each and every one of his friends. He could even see the rock walls and floor that laid beyond them. He quickly looked back at his previous subject as he saw it move closer out of the corner of his vision.

The small dragon tilted his head, which was pointed right at Hiccup despite it's lack of eyes.

It flitted close to the russet haired boy and sniffed at his face fervently before giving a satisfied chirp. It proceeded to zip upwards to the ceiling of the cave before it hung upside down on the stone.

The group stared at the dragon in mild shock.

Ruffnutt scratched the back of her head in a confused manner, "Well…that was-"

"Glimmer!" Hiccup turned towards the sound of the voice, with the help of the dragon illuminating the area, he could see in full clarity as a girl came into their line of sight from a crevasse in the wall to his right.

"Glimmer, I swear if you're bringing me on another stupid little hunt for cave bugs I'm gonna…AH!" she gave a startled scream as she took in the sight of the teenagers and backpedaled in surprise before tripping over herself and falling on her backside.

"Ow…" she winced and muttered to herself. She looked up and Hiccup caught her eye, still shell-shocked into silence. How did she get down here? The island was supposed to be uninhabited. Did she live in this cave? There was no way a person could be _living _here.

The girl's eyes widened again in fear, and she started babbling quickly, "Ohmygodsghosts!"

Hiccup glanced at Astrid, who shrugged.

"I did'unt mean to disturb you! Just…just go back to the underworld or wherever it is you float about, but don't eat me!" she held up her hands to shield her face from a power she expected them to throw at her.

Hiccup seemed to gain his voice back from listening to her panicked tone, "No! No, we…um, we're not ghosts."

The girl's babbling ceased at his words, and she peaked out from behind her hands, "Not ghosts?"

"Um, no. We're human, I promise."

She was a lithe girl, Hiccup noted, who seemed a few years younger than himself. Her clothes were dark, so dark that they seemed to match the rock wall behind her. Her hair was dark as well, although Hiccup was unable to distinguish whether it was black or brown in the amount of light present. It was short, just long enough to reach her chin, and her curly locks stuck up and out to the sides in random places in an unkempt manner. Strapped to her side was a small dagger and a pouch that bulged with it's unknown contents. The only other thing that seemed abnormal was the burnt out torch she held in her hands.

Hiccup came to the conclusion that her emergence was extremely random, and one question out of the many he had kept repeating in his mind. Why was this girl in a cave underneath an island in the middle of nowhere?

She must have felt nervous as he and his friends scrutinized her because she let out a nervous chuckle to try to release the unsure tension in the air, "Oh, well then…um, wow, I have never seen someone so far away from the village before. How did you guys get here?"

Astrid pointed to the hole they had fallen through, now completely visible near the top of the cave wall, "We fell through the floor. You see, we-"

The girl suddenly swept her arms in front of her, "Whoa, wait a second. You are all from up above? F-From the surface?"

"Yeah," said Snotlout, scrunching his nose at her strange words, "isn't that where you're from?"

She stared in amazement for another second before shaking her head, "I'm sorry, I am being rude."

She hopped to her feet, completely unfazed by her previous scare and walked up to Hiccup, who happened to be the closest to her.

She held out her hand and smiled, "My name is Liva Halvander."

Hiccup took her hand and shook it, "I'm Hiccup. And this is Astrid, Snotlout, Ruffnutt, Tuffnutt, Fishlegs, and Toothless."

Toothless must have blended into the background because Liva gave another scream of surprise as her eyes landed on the dragon.

Toothless merely cocked his head at the girl, probably wondering what she was screaming at. He apparently didn't think she was a threat, because his sights went straight to the other dragon, who Hiccup realized was Glimmer.

Liva's eyes went as wide as dinner plates as she stared at the Night Fury, "Whoa…"

"Yeah, look sorry, but do you think you could help us out? We kind of don't know where we are and…"

"Oh, right of course, it's just…I have never seen anybody from the surface before. Especially not ones that just appear out of nowhere," She reached out, as if she were touching something fragile, and touched Hiccup's fur vest in wonder. Hiccup raised an eyebrow at her actions and cast a glance at Astrid, who shrugged again. Apparently this was making as much sense to her as it was to him.

Tuffnutt interrupted Liva's exploration of Hiccup's clothing, "Wait, you mean you _live _down here?"

Liva smiled at him while bouncing on the balls of her feet, "Yeah, lots of us live down here."

The others stared at her in confusion, which gave the small girl reason to roll her eyes and walk back to the crevasse she entered from, "Come on, I'll take you to the village and see if we can help you."

She glanced at the ceiling and held out her arm, "Come on, Glimmer, you little rat. We gotta lead the surface-dwellers home."

The tiny dragon chirped, and the light it gave off flickered before it flew onto Liva's outstretched arm. The glow of the dragon lessened as she retreated into the darkness.

Hiccup looked to his friends, who, in turn, were looking at him for direction

He shrugged, "Well, we don't have any other ideas. We might as well see where she takes us."

And, with their leader's consent, the lost group of Berkians followed the strange girl out of their entrance cave and into an even bigger one.

H~~~T~~~T~~~Y~~~D

"Say, that dragon of yours is really cool!"

Hiccup glanced down at the younger girl as she walked beside him. Their group had been following her for a while now, and the rocks surrounding them on all four sides weren't exactly the most exciting thing to make conversations about.

However, her abruptness on this new subject made Hiccup laugh.

"What?" she asked him, "what's so funny?"

"Nothing, it's just that with most people, their first instinct when the see a dragon is to, you know," he deepened his voice in an attempt to sound like so many of the adults in his village, "rip it's head off and mount it on their wall."

He swept a hand in front of him, as if to dismiss the past sentence, "And yet, you see Toothless and you're _calm _about it."

"Um, hello?" she pointed to Glimmer. The dragon had made it's home on her person a few minutes ago, resting in a circle around her head like some sort of glowing crown; it's light was bright enough for the whole group to be able to see where they were going without falling flat on their face with every step.

"_Only ever other step," _Hiccup thought sarcastically as he took a glance back to make sure the others were keeping up with him and Liva before turning back to the girl.

"In case you hav'unt noticed, I already have a pet dragon."

"Yeah, I've been wondering about him."

"Her," she corrected him immediately upon his mistake, "Glimmer is female. She is of a breed we call Cave Winkers."

"Are there many of these dragons here?" Astrid was suddenly on the other side of him, leaning forward to get a clear view of the younger girl as she talked.

Hiccup jumped at her sudden appearance and sent a mock glare at her, which Astrid kindly replied to with a smug smile.

Liva smiled at Astrid, and Hiccup noted that she seemed to be a very friendly girl. Ever since she had gotten over her first scare at seeing them, she'd been all smiles and friendly words to his group. He didn't know if he found her personality refreshing or simply bizarre.

"Oh there are hundreds of Cave Winkers! Most stay on the cave ceiling above Drómundr, and are so pretty to look at…"

Hiccup stopped dead in his tracks at the mention of one word. _"Drómundr? The word written on the wall."_ with everything that had happened, Hiccup had forgotten why Snotlout led them to that part of the upper cave in the first place. It was real?

"Drómundr," Liva scrunched her eyebrows at him, wondering why he stopped so suddenly, "what is it exactly?"

Liva gave him a mysterious smile, and turned forwards, skipping along the way they were headed, "Wait a few minutes and you will see."

Astrid tugged at his sleeve once Liva seemed far enough away to not overhear her, "Well, what do you make of her?"

Hiccup hummed, and lifted a hand to twirl a loose strand of Astrid's hair around his finger, "After hours and hours of deductive reasoning I'd say that…she's odd."

Astrid rolled her eyes at him, "I'm serious Hiccup. I'm mean, look at her. We found her in the middle of a _cave_, a cave where nobody is supposed to live. You heard what Fishleg's told us, about how nothing grows here. How is she surviving? Do we even know if we can trust her?"

Hiccup looked again at the girl, who make her way across the rocky path with a certain ease and grace that only came to a person through lifelong experience. Liva had given them no reason to be distrusted thus far, but, then again, they met merely an few hours ago. She could be leading them to their deaths as they speak. They could simply decide to not follow her. It wasn't like she couldn't be overpowered. If anyone in Hiccup's group distrusted her enough to want to leave her sight, it would be all too easy.

But what choice did they have?

"I get where you're coming from, Astrid," he crossed his arms over his chest, "but what else can we do besides stumble around in the dark hoping to find a way out? What do we have to lose by following her?"

Astrid scrutinized him, seeing if he was dead-set on his answer before placing her hands on her hips and turning forward to eye Liva warily, "Alright, you're the boss. Whatever you say goes."

For some reason, that answer didn't satisfy Hiccup as much as he hoped it would.

The weary voice of Fighlegs made it's way to the front of the group, "How much further?"

"Yeah, I think I've waked through the bottom of my shoes," Snotlout leaned against the wall for a second to massage his feet.

"It's right around this corner," she shouted back to the group.

The words seemed to inspire the group to pick up their pace, and Hiccup was suddenly aware of how much his foot and stub of a leg hurt from hiking along the rocky trail and from their earlier fall. With the sun out of sight there was no way for any of them to tell how much time had passed, but Hiccup guessed from his sore bones and weary body that it was around two and a half hours since they started their trek. He didn't know what he'd find once they turned the corner, but he was hoping there would be a bed, some food, and water waiting for him.

When he finally came to the lip of the tunnel they were walking in, he found himself having to do a double take at the scene to make sure what he was seeing was real.

Liva threw an arm out towards her home and bowed to the group of Berkians, "Ladies and gentlemen, I welcome you to Drómundr"

Glimmer gave a light-hearted chirp and flew in circles around her owner's head before flying off towards the direction of the village.

Well, village wasn't something Hiccup would call it. The whole place just looked like someone took tiny mountains and decorated it with stars.

Giant stalagmites rose from the ground, and most seemed to have holes carved in and through them. Up above, long stalactites rained down like muddy rain frozen in time, the water cascaded down from them in endless _drip drip drip _synchronies. Behind the hollowed put stalagmites were large, carved indentures that ran far up the cavern wall. Hiccup dared to think that they were windows for actual houses made by Liva's people. Paths up and down were laid with stone ramps, and lit torches glowed along them to light the way.

High above where the torches stopped, the walls curved inward and upward, making the whole space a sort of rock-like bubble, and at the very top was a giant hole, large enough to let sunlight shine down upon the whole area. Hiccup could see a faint veil of misty fog gather around the natural skylight.

As a matter of fact, the whole area seemed incredibly warm and humid, the temperature much warmer than the summers of Berk. He looked at the outskirts of the 'village' and saw a wide river running out of one tunnel, around the makeshift houses, and into another, creating a moat to protect the residents. A simple bridge was built to allow passage across the moderately paced current.

All the walls seemed smooth and seamless except for a single patch of rock near the tunnel entrance they were standing at, which just looked like a lot of huge bolders piled up against the wall. The floor seemed level too, and Hiccup could see something that looked like grass basking underneath the sunlight the hole up top let through.

Hiccup scratched his head, trying to figure out the village before Liva explained it to him.

Astrid, standing next to him, tried to comprehend what she was seeing and turned to Liva for an explanation, "This is Drómundr?"

"Yes, it is where me and my family live."

"What? Just how long have you been living in here?" Tuffnutt exclaimed.

"My ancestors were Vikings, and this island used to be a large, open grotto. The fleet my ancestors sailed on stopped in the grotto to rest from a storm, and there was a cave in."

She told the story nonchalantly, as if she were just reciting what she ate for breakfast that morning rather than telling the unfortunate history of her people, "My people have been trapped here ever since. Unable to find a way to leave, not that we need to. We have everything we need to survive down here."

"But why can't you get out? There's a giant exit right above your head."

"We have no giant dragons that can fly us up and out."

"You've never tried rock climbing before?"

"Oh, people have tried. It just usually never ends well for them, though." Liva's eyes subtly shifted towards a clearing a distance to her left, where what Astrid recognized as a sacred area meant for cremation ceremonies lay amongst the watery rocks.

They started walking towards the bridge that would lead then across the river, but Astrid saw that her other friends wouldn't stop at the brief explanation Liva had given them.

"What do you mean you have everything to survive? 'Legs here said that this island had no one living on it, and that no food could grow!" the blonde male continued his questionnaire.

"I don't know about the rock above, but below there is an endless rain that drips from the spiky rocks coming from the ceiling. So the ground is always wet and squishy."

She jumped in a nearby puddle to accentuate her point. Astrid quickly sidestepped to avoid the resulting splash of water, but seeing as her shirt was already starting to get damp from the 'rain', she supposed she would end up drenched no matter what she did.

Liva continued, ignoring the water on her clothes, "Not much grows with the small amount of sun and the excessive water. But what does grow grows in large amounts. More than enough for us."

Tuffnutt raised a hand to rub at his temples, "Ugh, too much information at once. I'm getting a headache"

Liva shrugged, "You were the one who was asking."

Ruffnutt gave her brother a pat on the back, "Don't worry, it's not you. He's just not used to thinking so much."

"Hey don't tell me you're not curious, it's a whole village living underground! Like a colony of moles or something!"

Liva tilted her head innocently, "Moles?"

Astrid tuned out their conversation, as she glanced over Drómundr once more. A city with such a background story seemed so improbable, but the evidence was right in front of her.

The group reached the bridge, the others still chatting with the underground girl as they walked over it.

Astrid glanced over at Hiccup, who seemed uncharacteristically quiet. Usually it was him asking all the questions, yet all he was doing was watching the girl interact with the boys and Ruffnutt. She wondered what he made of all of this, if he believed Liva's story.

She reached out to tap him on the shoulder to ask him, but stopped when he spoke up, "What about the river?"

Liva stopped in her discussion of underground and overground animal life, "Huh?"

"Have you ever sailed down the river? The tunnel is big enough for a ship, isn't it?"

Liva's eyes went wide at the question, and she wrung her hands together uncertainly, "Well, I suppose it is, but our Chief has sent people down there, and, well, he has'unt allowed anyone through there without permission from him first."

Now _that _Astrid considered suspicious. It was obviously a way out, so why wouldn't their leader take it? Her head gave a sharp throb and, like Tuffnutt, she felt this was too much for her to take in one sitting. Perhaps there was a legitimately practical reason he wouldn't let others go down the channel.

"Liva!"

Astrid was snapped out of her thoughts by the shout, and she tensed as she saw someone with a spear calling to them from the, now very close by, village. She was sure she was hiding her nervousness well, after all Hiccup hadn't noticed and if he didn't the others obviously wouldn't. The whole place unsettled her, she wasn't sure why, but Astrid knew from years of battle training to trust her instincts.

She figured it was the enclosed feeling. There was no escape. And she would've felt safer if she knew she and the others could get out.

A snort from her right made her turn to see Toothless shaking himself dry from the dripping water that accumulated on his wings. Wait….

"Hiccup…" she tried to tell her boyfriend about her idea, but he shook his head at her.

"In a second, Astrid."

Astrid froze and then narrowed her eyes. _"He did _not _just shush me," _she thought angrily, but once she got a good look at his tried expression and body posture, she decided to let it go. Just this once. _"It's not like we're going anywhere anyway."_

She turned her attention back to the person running to greet them. His tall figure dwarfed Liva, who ran to him with a smile.

She figured they were related, since the guy had the same curly black hair, although his was shorter. His spear was entirely made of rock, and he wore a sheathed sword at his side.

"Where have you been? Lady Grena has had me looking everywhere for you! She told me she sent you to the market to get more herbs for you to make medicine. You're a pretty poor apprentice for disappearing during every lesson."

Liva pouted, "I was just hunting for a good rock to grind the herbs, Brother."

"No, you were'unt. You were on one of your little excursions, doing Odin knows what, in the dark, with only your dragon to help you if you get hurt. As usual."

Glimmer gave a soft growl at the boy, but flew to him and laid across his shoulders, happy to have found a new rest spot.

Liva smiled cheekily at the boy, reached behind her to grab Hiccup, and shoved him in front of her, "But look at what I found on my 'little excursion'."

She turned towards Astrid and the other, "Guys, this is my elder brother, Axel."

The boy looked at Hiccup and then back at Liva, unamused, "Oh joy, you've found…."

He took another glance at Hiccup, "Who are you?"

"Hiccup Haddock, we-"

"We come from the surface world, and a place called Berk," Snotlout said loudly, loud enough for people passing by to send strange glances over.

"Wait," Axel trained his eyes on Hiccup, looking him up and down. Astrid could see Hiccup fidget under his gaze, "What did you say your name was?"

"Um…Hiccup Haddock?"

Axel turned back to his sister so quickly just watching the action gave Astrid whiplash, "Did you know of this? Is that why you brought him?"

"I…I did'unt know, I swear! All he said was his first name!"

Axel turned again to Hiccup and bowed, "My apologies, sir."

Snotlout and the twins snorted with laughter at the formality, but were shut up quickly with by glares from Hiccup, Astrid, and Toothelss.

Astrid heard the newly found siblings mutter to each other. She caught words like 'important' and 'gotta tell Chief' and couldn't help wondering why Hiccup had suddenly become so much more important in their eyes.

Their conversation broke off quickly. Liva crossed her arms and kicked at a stray rock in agitation.

Axel turned back to the group, "Would you guys mind coming with me? Our Chief Eirik will want to meet any newcomers to Drómundr. No matter how odd their circumstances of arriving are."

Hiccup smiled, "Sure, why not?"

Axel nodded his head, "Yes, you're guests, just follow me and I shall lead you to him. He should be in his home, making plans for next season's harvest."

Hiccup, now noticing Liva walking away from them and into the village, asked, "Where's Liva going? She's not coming with us?"

Axel blew a black curl out of his eyes and slung his spear over his shoulder before turning to lead them down the streets of his village, "A healer's apprentice should go to her lessons. And Lady Grena will have a thing or two to say to my little sister once she gets back. Now come."

H~~~T~~~T~~~Y~~~D

The walk through the underground village was a sight, Astrid concluded. Indeed, there had been doors and windows carved into the stone surrounding them, the torches surrounding them flickered with the water droplets that fell from the ceiling. The stone surrounding them seemed to have switched from sharp and black to smooth and a cream and red color.

The villagers stared at them when the passed, seeming to know that they were new in town. It was easy to see the differences between them, Astrid thought. All those who lived down here were pale and didn't notice the heavy atmosphere, while Astrid's skin was tanned and she felt her lungs strain under the large amount of water in the air. It felt like she was drowning.

She wondered how long these people must have lived here, to be able to make homes from the rock and go unaffected by their surroundings. It must have been at least a few generations.

During their walk, Toothless had brushed past her to get to his rider, who gave his dragon some much needed attention. Said Night Fury took everything around him in stride. He was about as sociable to those of Drómundr as he was to the people of Berk. The dragon never really did warm up to the others of Berk, just to Hiccup, Astrid, Stoick, Gobber, and the other teens. He would growl at any others who went near him or his rider if Hiccup didn't reassure him first.

Astrid figured the reason the dragon was walking by Hiccup's side now was to keep him safe from the new strangers.

Snotlout, Fishlegs, and the twins were strangely quiet, and Astrid didn't know if she should be glad for that or not. She figured they were just in the process of taking it all in like she was.

They finally reached the home that was their destination, and they walked through the archway that represented a door. The inside of the manmade outcroppings reminded Astrid of an anthill. It looked solid on the outside, but hundreds of rooms and tunnels ran through the inside, making it very confusing, but also very interesting.

The rock on the inside looked the same as it was outside, but she was surprised to find that the furniture was made from wood and metal. The inside was also lit by torches that aligned the walls, the orange light gave the area a sort of eerie feel.

Axel took them through a few halls until they stopped in a large, high-roofed room.

"Wait here, I will go get Eirik."

Once he was out of sight Snotlout let out a long whistle, "What is everyone back home going to think of this?"

"They probably won't believe us," Hiccup said, "Besides, to tell them we have to first find a way home. You hear what Liva said, they can't get out."

He brought a hand to his chin, already going through the possible situations that could help them get back home.

Astrid, having been reminded of what she wanted to tell Hiccup earlier, spoke up before Hiccup could get too deep into this planning, "I know a way to get out."

Hiccup looked up in surprise, Astrid's statement almost having been lost amongst his many racing ideas, "What do you mean?"

"Toothless, my oh-so fearless leader," she said, giving his genius little head a flick, "He can fly, in case you haven't noticed."

She expected Hiccup's face to light up, to say that he completely forgot, and that he'd have them back home in a hop, skip, and a flight. What she got was something totally different.

Hiccup stiffened, sucked a breath in through his teeth, and refused to meet her gaze; his eyes darted to the floor, over her shoulder, and back. All signs of someone who had been caught doing something they shouldn't have.

"Hiccup…."

"Well, heh, funny thing about that. You know when we flew in from the blizzard, and we unsaddled out dragons to let them get the ice and snow off."

Astrid had a feeling she knew where this was going, and she didn't like it, "Yes…."

She could see Hiccup gulp at her gaze, which she knew that _he _knew was going to get fiery soon.

"I may…not have put it back on afterwards," he gave a nervous laugh, "I didn't think we'd need it during the storm."

"Well, what about the designs, don't you always carry a copy of them with you? Just in case?"

That, she knew, was a true statement. She found it in his pocket during one of their more serious make out sessions. Of course she asked about it later, and that was the answer she got. You never know where you may get stranded, he had said.

"I….left it in his saddle bag?"

He winced at the expression Astrid was giving him.

"B-but it's ok!" he exclaimed, holding out his hands defensively in front of him, I'm going to go to the blacksmith's after we meet this Eirik guy and draw out the design for them so they can help me make a new one. It'll be easy!"

"How long will it take to make?"

Silence.

"Hiccup. How long will it take?"

"…."

"…."

"….A week and a half."

Astrid couldn't hold back the exasperated sigh, "Hiccup, for how smart you are, you can be really stupid sometimes."

"Hey! It's not like I expected us into this mess! You were the one who caused us to fall down here in the first place!"

"Oh, no, you are not blaming this on me! Who's the one who got his foot stuck in the crack!"

"Ha, yeah, remember how I _wanted _that to happen? I guess I forgot how I purposefully got myself stuck-ow! What was that for?" he rubbed the spot on his arm where she had ruthlessly punched him.

"That was for being stupid."

"Well, gee, thanks."

She hit him again.

"Would you stop that?"

"Um…pardon my interruption," a new voice interjected.

"What?" both Hiccup and Astrid shouted in unison at the stranger, who stood in front of them, smiling slightly at their display. Axel stood behind him, with a similar expression on his face.

White-blonde locks fell over amused eyes and the scar that ran it's way across his nose. He was young, but his face held tell-tale signs of a leader. He was pale, like most of the people they've seen down in Drómundr.

"I hate to break up a lover's quarrel, but I figured I should introduce myself," he stepped forward, with a very noticeable limp to his gait, and held out a hand in greeting, "I am Eirik, ruler of Drómundr."

Hiccup stood up straight and shook Eirik's hand, apologizing for his and Astrid's rudeness.

Eirik only laughed loudly at the apology, "Oh it's no trouble, it at least gave me a few moments of entertainment. So, you are Hiccup Haddock?"

Hiccup stood straight, his head held high in front of this new person, trying to hold the air of leadership like his father, "Yes, we seemed to have stumbled upon your village."

"These things happen. And when they do, all you can do is go with the flow."

Eirik brought his other hand down upon Hiccup's shoulder, giving it a firm shake.

"Right, Cousin?"

* * *

><p><strong>Oooo, cliffhanger...but not a very exciting one. But, Huzzah! The plot is now underway, and it's only going to get better from here on out!<strong>

**So, now Liva, Axel, and Eirik have entered the story. Do you like them? Do they need work? Review and tell me please, so I can better myself and thus give you guys better quality Original characters :)**

**Random Question Time, Numero 2:**

**As before, the first reviewer to answer correctly gets a shout out in the next chapter and bragging rights.**

**Question: What is the name of the children's (although I'd put that up for debate) book series that is also about an underground city nobody knows of?**  
><strong><em>Hint: The author of it has written another, more successful series that is in the process of being made into movies as we speak<em>.**

**You're faves, alerts, and reviews are all graciously appreciated!**

**Happy Reading**

**~Oliver**


	4. Chapter 4

**Hello again!**

**Well….what can I say, guys? Sorry about the long wait, but college is (unfortunately) necessary and time consuming. Anyone in pre-vet or pre-med, I'm sure you understand.**

**Enjoy chapter 4 guys!**

**Disclaimer: _I don't own How to Train Your Dragon. Also, inspriation to help me write was the HTTYD 2 trailer (I am shamefully late in the game on seeing it but it is _magnificent_! Animation…so _beautiful_…so smooth…colorful…the detail…so…ahem, yeah.)_**

* * *

><p>Eirik Albertsen sat at the head of the table the group of young Berkinas were currently feasting at, smiling in a way that made Hiccup wonder why he found so much enjoyment out of their presence. He himself was on his third plate already, erasing the pangs of hunger the food shortage had left them in for the past week or so.<p>

They were sitting in a large room with multiple stone tables, and the one they were occupying had been covered in various dishes to fill their appetite.

_Chicken_, he silently checked each dish to himself, _fish, bread, potatoes, mead, elderberries._

This hidden, underground village seemed to be fairing extremely well against the winter. Not that the winter bothered them extensively. The temperature inside the cavern that housed Drómundr was almost hotter than that of Berk's summer months. Hiccup and his friends had shed their fur coats before they had even entered Drómundr's version of the Great Hall.

Eirik sat at the head of the table, with Hiccup on his right and Tuffnutt on his left. His clothes seemed regal but not exquisite, with plain grey pants tucked into his leather boots, and a purple shirt that faintly made Hiccup wonder what his tailors used to dye it such a rare color. He noted the chief's crutch that lay against his chair. Hiccup hadn't noticed it when the blonde first introduced himself, but he walked with a noticeable limp, and needed a cane to steady himself when he walked. With the limp, the scar, and the title of Chief, there was definitely a story somewhere in Eirik, and he wanted to hear it.

"So…we're related?"

Eirik took a long swig of his drink, holding up a hand to excuse his silence before he answered, "Well, only by a little bit, but yes. The Haddocks and Albertsens come from the same family line. Go back quite a few generations, too many to guess, and our relatives were siblings. So, aye, we are cousins, but very distant cousins. Probably a few times removed as well."

The young chief's voice was soft and light, and it bounced off the palace's walls like the light of a torch would. There was also a sense of power to his figure. The way he sat up straight, how his tone of voice never wavered, his eyes filled with confidence. A leader through and through.

It both put Hiccup at ease and filled him with a sense of foreboding at the same time. Although, Eirik had given him no reason not to trust him…yet.

Hiccup scooted his plate away from him, more interested in the conversation at hand than the food, "How do you know this? Are…any Haddocks _here_?"

"I am afraid the answer to that is no. However, the story of how we came to live here may shed some light," Eirik shifted in his seat, the bread he was munching on momentarily forgotten as he leaned closer to Hiccup, "If you would like to hear it, that is."

Hiccup nodded, "Of course."

Eirik gave him a sly smile, one of genuine excitement that made the slight scar across his nose shift, "A long, long time ago, around three hundred and thirty years according to our records, our ancestors, Grintlug Albertsen and one of your namesakes, sailed to the North in search of new land with their armies and a few of their women."

The others had stopped eating by this time and sat in silence to listen as well, " The land they came across is your very own Berk, and they settled there. Grintlug and Hiccup ruled the land together, sharing duties and giving the village more than one mindset to help it get started. It was a wonderful diarchy they made and, when their sons were of age, they wanted the regime to stay the same."

"Let me guess," Astrid twirled her stone chalice in contemplation and watched the liquid inside swirl with her words, "the sons-"

"Didn't agree, of course," Eirik waved his hand in a flippant manner before placing his elbows against the stone table and lacing his fingers together, "They both wanted the chieftainship to be for themselves, and _only _themselves. So, when the time came and both of their fathers died, there came an argument, a _huge _argument," Eirik snorted, trying to hold back a laugh, "Apparently both men were the size of bears, it's quite comical to think about nowadays."

Hiccup had to smile as a picture of two huge men shouting at each other in the Great Hall on Berk, like toddlers throwing a tantrum, entered his mind. He could imagine the way the shouts would have echoed over the island, or how they possibly could've just skipped the argument and gone straight into beating each other to a pulp. Berk hadn't changed much since then.

Eirik continued, "They shouted their disagreements, some blows were exchanged, and Hiccup's ancestor kicked mine out, along with those loyal to him. They set sail for a new home and found themselves here."

"Yeah, Liva told us they stopped here to wait out a storm, and got trapped inside," Hiccup said.

"Aye, she is correct. Lightning struck the outside of the island and it caused a rock slide that covered up the entrance. From a fleet of ten large boats, we dismantled seven of them and recycled the wood and metal into more useful things."

Well, that explained the wooden furniture at least.

"The rest we carved out of the stone and grew under the only source of sunlight. And, well, we have been living the same way since."

Eirik's smile seemed sad this time, Hiccup mused as he watched the young chief go to the opening in the wall that served as a window.

Eirik looked through the carved-out window, "Oh, it seems I've kept you way too long, it's dark outside."

Hiccup looked over and, sure enough, the giant hole that conquered most of the cavern's ceiling was black except for the twinkling Cave Winkers that littered the area. The storm still raged outside, but Hiccup figured it would.

Blizzards could last weeks on Berk. He couldn't see any snow falling through it, but he could hear the winds flying into the cavern, growing in the space, filling it up, devouring the silence in its wrath.

One of the cool tendrils of air made its way through the carved window, flowing lethargically to his Hiccup, full from it's meal. It licked at his face and neck, tousled his hair slightly before dying in its greed.

"I will provide all of you with rooms here, tomorrow you may go about the village, do what you must to get you home."

He gave a sharp whistle, and moments later Axel and another guard entered the dining room.

"Axel, take our guests to their rooms, Ylva, dine with me, there's plenty left."

Ylva, tall with cropped dark red hair, nodded, but remained standing where she was while Axel gestured for Hiccup and the others to follow him.

Hiccup gave one last look at his plate, wondering, out of some primal instinct, if he should eat more in case there wasn't another chance later. He shook the feeling off when his eyes drooped in drowsiness. He got up behind the others, waving off his survival instincts.

There'd be plenty in the morning.
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After waking up late in the morning, Hiccup went out into the village, and, with directions from Axel, found his way to the blacksmith's workshop. He had taken note of the elder man, one that seemed way too old to still be working, introduced himself, and asked if he could have a job done. Hiccup was able to draw up a rudimentary sketch of Toothless' harness, saddle, and tailfin in record time.

Explaining the concept to the resident blacksmith, however was a different matter, even with Toothless next to him for a model. He shouldn't have been surprised, considering how cut off the village was from the world, but the equipment the blacksmith had wasn't capable of creating such fine equipment with the metal they had, or at least not as quickly as Hiccup himself could have made back on Berk.

The metal they had was old, dull, rusted, and fairly fragile. The elder man said he could find iron ore in the ground to compensate if needed, though. But not much.

Either way, Hiccup found himself growing more and more irritated at how long all of this would take. He sat outside the shop, glaring at the covered sky with frustration.

Up to a month at the most, the blacksmith claimed, possibly more even with his help.

Hiccup hid his face in his hands and rubbed his temples as the thought went by again. A month of waiting to get out. A month of sitting and doing nothing. A month of living in darkness.

A month of his father scouring the globe looking for him.

He suppressed a groan at the thought. Stoick would have a field day when he got back. He would rattle his son's bones while he yelled at Hiccup for worrying him in that fatherly way of his. He'd probably be grounded for a long while.

Not to mention his position as future chief would be set back a ways from his actions.

The distinct thud of footprints, quite different from the crunch he was used to hearing from the loose ground on Berk, made him pick his head up. A slice of bread and cheese was held under his nose. Lunch, he approved to himself before snatching the offering and taking a bite.

Astrid sat next to him, after giving the Night Fury laying next to his master a decent sized shank of meat. Her right side pressed against his left, sharing heat they didn't need to share. She had her own slice of food, but was halfway through hers.

"So, how's the designing going?"

The mention of it brought back all the bad thoughts Hiccup's food had momentarily driven away. He made an unpleased sound and leaned against Astrid.

She laughed, "It can't be all that bad."

"It's going to take a month."

"Well that gives us some quality time with our newfound neighbors then. And we can eat more of their food."

She finished off her bread and cheese as if to prove it.

Hiccup took another bite, chewing slowly as he thought to how good it was to have enough food again.

Which made him feel all the more guilty when he thought about how his village was fairing.

Astrid sighed, "It's…amazing in some way."

"What do you mean?"

Astrid gestured to the all of the village. Hiccup followed it, looking down the slickened street, at the stone homes, the torches, a group of young boys running with a dog, the three elderly women sewing with black thread a ways down from them. One of them looked up from her work, catching Hiccup's eye and smiling at him before turning back to the cloth.

"This place, these people," Astrid continued with a smile, "It's amazing what they've done. They survived being stuck here all these years, with little supplies and guidance, and look what they've done with it. They're not only surviving, but thriving."

Hiccup hummed, and gave a small smile, "Yeah, I guess it is."

Toothless' head perked up beside him, the dragon gave a soft snort at the approach of the young chief of Drómundr and his head guard, Ylva. The red-haired young woman stared at the two of them without emotion. She towered over her chief, with his head just reaching her chin. The freckles on across her nose stood out vibrantly against her pale skin. The brown eyes that stared down at Hiccup were harsh, and it took all he had not to look away first.

Eirik stopped in front of the couple, his stone walking stick in his hand to help with his limp. Hiccup idly wondered, again, what caused it.

He pushed his curiosity back at the look on Eirik's face, though. He was staring at Hiccup with his eyebrows raised.

Astrid noticed it too, "What is it? Is something wrong?"

Eirik looked to the blonde next to Hiccup and gave her a soft smile, "Oh, no, Miss Astrid. Nothing is wrong, I was just surprised to find you two here. What business do you have with Njord?"

Hiccup scratched under his dragon's chin at the question, "Toothless has only one tailfin, his gear was left. Once he can fly again, I want to take him up to the hole in the cave's top. It might be a close call with his wingspan, but I think he'd be able to fly through."

The hole in their natural cage was smaller than Hiccup had initially thought when he stood straight under it. With the dense fog that nested around it, it was hard to see and get an exact measurement. However, Hiccup wanted the gear made anyway, just in case.

"Ah, I see. Where are the rest of your friends then? Exploring?"

Astrid smiled and nodded, "Apparently. I'm just going to go ahead and apologize in advance for anything they destroy."

Eirik chuckled, the baritone of his voice echoing pleasantly in the cave, "No worries. You must all be curious about our village. And I can tell you that we build most of our possessions to be indestructible."

Ylva spoke up for the first time since the group from Berk arrived, "Sir, we _are _needed at the guard's post, remember?"

Eirik straightened up as she reminded him, "Oh, yes, well feel free to come to us if any of you need anything."

Hiccup stared at the two as they walked away. He felt there was something odd about the way Eirik addressed them, how he was always polite and humble when he talked to them. He knew he shouldn't be worried about it, but…

He abruptly threw the rest of his lunch to Toothless before standing up and addressing Astrid.

"Stay with the blacksmith. You know my designs well enough. Help him measure Toothless for his gear, I'll be right back."

He left too quick to hear what his girlfriend said afterwards as he ran to catch up with Eirik.

"Eirik wait!"

The older boy stopped and looked back as Hiccup ran up to him, "Yes, Master Haddock?"

Hiccup turned to Eirik as he came to a stop in front of them, "Listen, can I talk to you for a second," he glanced at Ylva subtly, "privately? Please?"

Ylva glanced warily at Eirik, who waved his hand flippantly at her, "I'll be fine, you can send the message just as well as I can. Go on without me."

Ylva nodded, and looked at Hiccup before she continued her trek. Hiccup felt like a block of ice settled into his stomach at the look from her, but dismissed it as he looked back at Eirik.

The older boy smiled, "What can I do for you Master Haddock?"

Hiccup spoke gently, but with a tone that couldn't be argued against, and stood straight in the eyes of this new leader, "When Axel heard my last name, he reacted as if under orders to bring anyone by the name of Haddock to you, no matter what. And you didn't seem all that surprised when me and my friends showed up without any warning. Which leads me to believe that you expected our arrival."

He saw Eirik's face fall straight from that of a kind and friendly leader into one of seriousness. His eyes sparked in a sharp gaze and he straightened form leaning against his stone walking stick and into an authoritative posture, "You believe it is my fault you fell down here. It is not. I had nothing to do with it."

"Then why weren't you surprised when we showed up?"

Eirik shifted from foot to foot and looked over Hiccup's shoulder, "I wasn't going to bring this up until tomorrow. I wanted you and your friends to trust us, trust me, first. But I will show you now, if that is what it takes for you to believe I had nothing to do with you coming here."

"I would be grateful if you would show me."

Eirik nodded and strode off down the streets of Drómundr, his limp somehow not taking away the air of power surrounding him.

They walked past the large, stalagmites that served as homes to the citizens, past the muddy grass on the outskirts of the village, and to the opening in the rock that let the river back into the tunnels it emerged from.

"This was here before we came, and has stayed here since. It has'unt faded or cracked or eroded. You should read it," Eirik pointed on the wall where carved words stood out clearly against the dark granite.

Hiccup leaned close in the low light to read it to himself.

_Two lost brothers torn by pride_

_Steel yourselves against the tide_

_Sail strong, sail fast, sail last_

_Go into the cavern's grasp_

_For salvation is at the end_

_And a home it will mend_

_The hiding Scale Reader you seek_

_If ye brave enough to cross the deep_

_Beware the dangers in its depths_

_Some come, you will not expect._

Eirik stood by silently as Hiccup took his time in reading and rereading the text before him, letting the rhyme dance around in his head as he tried to make sense of it.

He eventually turned back to Eirik, who was patiently letting him take it in.

"A warning?"

"A prophesy."

Hiccup backed away from the wall, "A prophesy for what, exactly? And why show it to me?"

Eirik cast his eyes downward and let his shoulders fall as he let out a deep breath. Hiccup noted the exhaustion that became apparent in the young man's eyes, "There is a legend, a very old one. I do not expect you to know it, since it is mostly forgotten now, about a device made by the gods that was used by great warriors called the Scale Reader. It's an ancient piece of armor or jewelry. One would simply gather a scale of a dragon and somehow place it into the device and you would…become that dragon."

Hiccup stared blankly at the ruler of Drómundr before letting out a sigh. He mentally kicked himself.

"_Way to let Eirik one up you," _he thought, "_falling for a stupid thing like that."_

Eirik held a hand out, "Now, I know what you are thinking-"

"Oh, come on! Turning into a dragon? It's impossible," Hiccup turned to leave, not wanting to waste his time with the joke any longer.

"So was befriending and riding one, last I heard."

Hiccup paused in his departure, "How do you know about that?"

Eirik has the decency to look abashed for prying into Hiccup's private life, "I asked your friends. About your leg. Just out of curiosity, and they told me the story."

A part of Hiccup wanted to feel angry at his friends for letting out information without his consent, but Eirik's next few words made him change his mind, "You should've seen them tell me the story. You are their leader, Hiccup. One they admire and trust with all their will. You not only saved your best friend, you saved your home. You saved your father. You saved the people who once hated you."

The look on Eirik's face was one of amazement and respect, "You are a hero. Please, my people cannot stay trapped here forever. We have plenty of supplies and food now, but who knows when the roof will collapse, or the river will flood. I can't take that chance. I need to get them out. I need to find the Scale Reader. And I need help finding it. Your help."

Hiccup stared at him. Praise came short and sharp from the villagers back home, with subtle smiles of appreciation when he walked down the street and 'thank you's that held more than just gratitude for fixing up a Zippleback's saddle strap. He wasn't used to speeches. Frankly, he'd never seen someone who believed in him so much before. Aside from Astrid.

Hiccup shuffled a foot across the muddy ground as he weighed the pros and cons against going after a legend.

"How is this going to help you and your people?"

"My mother had this necklace, a possession that was passed down through the generations of cheiftan's wives, it holds the scale from a dragon." he tugged out a leather string that was hiding behind his shirt collar and pulled out the scale attached to it. The scale gleamed in the distant firelight, it's yellow shimmering golden and the black marking going across it being set aflame in the orange glare.

Eirik twirled the chain and watched the gem of a scale shimmer, "It's from a dragon called the Mountain Screecher. They're from the mainland to the south. They are very rare but have been said to have the endurance of a mountain and the strength of armies. If I can turn into one, I can break through the rocks trapping us. And we will be free."

Hiccup tore his eyes from the scale. The name of the dragon being a new one in his mental index.

"Say I agree to help find it, what's the plan?"

"We have a boat, one from the original fleet that sailed in here. It's the smallest of the vessels that came, but we've taken great measures to keep it in fair condition. The writing tells us to go along the river, into the tunnels. I will take a couple of my guards, a healer, you, and whoever you desire to bring. We will sail along the river, and go where it takes us. Just, look at the writing, it's _us_, Hiccup. The lost brothers, the last remaining ship. If not us than who?"

Hiccup frowned, skeptical at such a vague plan. The prophesy told of dangers that were hidden in the river. If he were to accompany Eirik, he'd be going in blind. It wasn't something he liked.

Eirik's demenor deflated at the hesitation on Hiccup's face. He looked downcast at the necklace with the scale of the Mountain Screecher.

"Please," he said, "I know it sounds bad, but I am their chief. I want to…I _must _do all I can to protect them."

Eirik's eyes met Hiccups, and he could see the spark of hope the young Berkian had set in them, just by standing in front of him.

"You're a leader, Hiccup Haddock. You understand. They need me, believe in me. These are my people, my _family_."

Hiccup knew, felt it on the inside, if he were in Eirik's place. He would say the same thing.

He looked at Eirik, who was clutching the necklace so hard his hand was trembling.

"Is there nothing you wouldn't do for yours?"
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"Okay, hold on a minute, you want to what?"

Astrid had begun to think she was wrong, that she was being paranoid the first day in Drómundr. It wasn't a crazy dangerous place as she initially made it out to be (or maybe she was just feeling better since she got food in her stomach). But, now, as Astrid sat in the back room of Drómundr's blacksmith shop, she thought about taking it back. She sat, watching Hiccup pace violently in front of her, hands running through his hair in an anxious way.

He had come in earlier, grabbed her arm and drug her away from the blacksmith, who was asking questions about Hiccup's saddle design, with a quick 'need to speak with Astrid, please and thank you!'.

Now he'd just finished telling her about some sort of curse or story, and how he needed to go on a boat to save the people by becoming a dragon.

Obviously he'd eaten something bad during dinner last night.

Hiccup paused in his pacing, holding up his hands in defense, "I know it sounds crazy-"

"As most of your theories do."

Hiccup opened his mouth to argue, but stopped, reconsidering.

"Point taken, but, Astrid, as weird as it sounds, this is a guy willing to do anything for his village. He's out of options, this is his last hope, you should've seen the look on his face! He…" Hiccup paused, tapping the tips of his fingers against his mouth.

"He what?"

Hiccup paused, shaking his head and shrugging, "The way he looked at me. He was terrified. Terrified I'd refuse, that he'd lose his chance to save his family."

"His family?"

"That's what he described his people as."

Astrid sighed and stood up, crossing the distance between them, "Hiccup, he probably said that to get you on his side. He's exaggerating."

"No, no it's true. When I look at him and think about if our places were switched. If Dad, Gobber, our friends, you, if all of us were trapped down here and I had a way to get us out, I'd do anything. Even rely on a prophesy someone could've just written for laughs on a wall. Because the people of Berk are my family, dysfunctional and crazy, but family nonetheless."

Astrid smiled at him, It was rare that Hiccup ever showed sentimentality towards Berk, being raised to do the exact opposite. He was, after all, a pure-blooded Viking. She knew he cared, they all knew he cared, but hearing it out loud was different, stronger, more definite. It's how she knew he was deadest on something of his; a saying or a practice or a feeling. Something he believed in wholeheartedly.

Astid kissed his cheek and rested her chin on his shoulder. Smiling, she closed her eyes, "You do realize you just implied that you loved me like family, right?"

She felt Hiccup tense, then had to bring her head up as he started chuckling, so her head wouldn't start bouncing off his shoulder.

She let out a soft sigh, "Well, first thing's first. What do we do about him?"

Hiccup grimaced at Toothless, his head sticking in through the window of the blacksmith's shop. The dragon tilted his head at the couple, an action Astrid knew he used to make himself look endearing.

She felt Hiccup take a deep breath against her and sigh loudly, "Ah man."
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Eirik waited outside of the Blacksmith's shop, nodding to the people as they walked by him. _His _people. Eirik gazed up at he hole over Drómundr, wishing for the feel of sunlight on his skin. He was addicted to it from the rare times the direct sunlight shone through at the right angle and lightly kissed at his skin.

He thought back to Hiccup Haddock and his friends, thought of their tanned complexions and energy that just wasn't seen in Drómundr, and felt envy.

But, if all went according to plan, he would be out soon. He and the people he ruled over would finally taste the fresh, chilled, dry air of the outside. He finally had a chance! As long as he had the help of the Berkians.

"Eirik?"

The chief of Drómundr stood up as Hiccup came up to him, and hope filled his heart.

He glanced between Hiccup and his lady friend, Astrid, and asked, "Have you made a decision?"

Hiccup nodded to him.

"This boat, does it have room for a dragon?"

* * *

><p><strong>Constructive criticism is appreciated :) Especially with the OCs<strong>

**Now to take care of things:**

**In answer to anonymous reviewer, Matt: Yes, I know Stormfly is the real name of Astrid's Nadder…but, while writing my previous story _To Change a State of Mind _the name wasn't released or well known yet, so I had to name her myself. And decided to stick to the one I chose for this story J Hope that clears things up!**

**Also, congratulations to _Megadracosarus_ for getting last chapter's question right! Yes, the book series _Gregor the Overlander_ by Suzanne Collins (author of the Hunger Games trilogy) also centers around an underground city. It's a brilliant series guys, one of my top 5. I consider it better than the Hunger Games. I wholeheartedly suggest it for those looking for a new series.**

**This chapter's Random Question is easy guys ;)**

**Question: When is the release date of HTTYD 2?**

**Thanks for putting up with my laziness and waiting patently! You guys are fantastic!**

**~Oliver**


	5. Chapter 5

**Sooo sorry this took so long guys. I'll try to get on the ball with this story now that we're kinda past the introduction part of it now. I haven't forgotten you guys, or given up on this I promise!**

_**Disclaimer: The only thing HTTYD related that I own, are tickets to go see the sequel this weekend. Which is good enough for me! For now (slinks into dark corner while laughing maniacally) **_

* * *

><p>The boat <em>definitely <em>had room for his dragon.

Probably three, in fact.

With enough extra space to fit a herd of sheep and twenty other Vikings.

In his whole life, Hiccup had never seen a ship on Berk that matched the valor of the one before him.

The ship, much to Hiccup's surprise, was in very good condition. It stood on the shore, held up off the ground by a set of wooden racks, as mighty as a freshly built longship.

The wood had little signs of wear and decay. The outer layer of tarred animal skins looked to have been replaced recently, and would do a wonderful job at minimizing the water damage to the hull. The bow and stern of the ship both molded elegantly into the neck of a dragon. The wooden heads sat up top, their eyes gazing past their long muzzles into the distance. Precise detail was carved into the wood for the scales, teeth, and horns. It looked like it was made to sail to the end of the horizon and off the edge of the world.

Hiccup stared at the vessel with wide eyes, "_This_…is the smallest ship from your fleet?"

Eirik nodded, "The others were twice its size, if I remember correctly."

Hiccup could only give the young chief an incredulous look, "Is this even going to be small enough to fit through the tunnels."

The shrug Eirik gave him in no way helped lower his skepticism, "The other two made it through the tunnel opening with room to spare-"

Hiccup started at that, he held up a hand to Eirik,"Wait, wait, wait. What do you mean 'the other two'?"

Eirik made a vague gesture out towards the tunnel opening, "Seven ships torn apart to help the village. Of course, I have not been the first one to read the writing on the wall. A previous chieftain and a warrior thought they were meant to travel downriver. Each took a ship, some men, and supplies and went off to find the Scale Reader for themselves."

Hiccup felt a twisted feeling in his gut, "And they didn't make it back. Shocking."

It was more of a statement than a question. He surprisingly felt little fear at the thought. Instead, he felt a rising sense of anticipation. Hiccup looked at the gaping mouth of the tunnel. It seemed to swallow the small amount of light around it, keeping it's depths concealed. The churning river willingly flowed into the dark, taunting the dragon rider to follow. Hiccup took it in not with wariness, but with a faint sense of curiosity. Something he hadn't felt so strongly since he first saw Toothless, crippled yet fierce, in the cove all that time ago. He wondered if he was always going to be this entranced with anything dangerous.

Eirik clapped a hand on Hiccup's shoulder, "That is a great observation. What a chief you'll make Master Haddock."

Hiccup laughed softly at the jest, and Eirik gave the younger man a warm smile.

"Go find your friends. I'll have my men get the ship ready, as well as supplies. It would be best to head out as soon as possible."

"Which will be when?"

"Whenever we are ready," Eirik gave him a light shove in the general direction of the Great Hall, "Eat. Sleep. I have a felling we will all need it."

Hiccup gave another glance at the ship before walking off. He stopped after a few steps and turned on the spot.

"The other men. Why didn't they make it back? What stopped them?"

Eirik tapped his walking stick against the ground harshly. The dense _clack _echoed off the cavern walls, "I guess we'll find out, won't we?"

When that seemed to be all the insight Eirik would give on the subject, Hiccup gave lingering look to the longship before he headed back to the village, the cavern mist swirling at his ankles.
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"So…are you sure about this?"

Astrid leaned against a nearby stalagmite, watching Hiccup scrub roughly at his dragon on the edge of the river. Shirtless because of the heat in the enclosed space, with thin trails of soapy river water sliding down his arms and sides. He was sure it was the biggest reason Astrid kept staring at him, not that he was complaining. He'd get a punch to the gut for that.

Toothless stood stock still, eying a group of nearby Cave Winkers lazily as he enjoyed the thorough rubdown his rider was working at.

"What makes you think I'm not sure?"

Astrid gave him a small smirk as she watched, "You always busy yourself with dragons when you're second guessing yourself. It makes you feel like you know what you're doing, I can tell."

Hiccup thought about giving an annoyed huff, but thought better of it as he watched the blonde Viking. She was right. He had thought things over since seeing the ship. What was once curiosity and even excitement was now doubt and anxiousness. All the things that could go wrong, all the things he couldn't count on. Maybe this was a bad idea.

"Is it that obvious?"

Toothless grumbled out an agreement, halfhearted as it was.

Hiccup pulled out a loose scale, "Nobody asked you."

Toothless and Astrid scoffed at the same time, it seemed they were spending way too much time together for his dragon and girlfriend to start thinking alike. He twirled the dark scale between his fingers, torchlight gleamed off of it in long lines, and he felt a twinge in his gut from homesickness. He wished instead it gleamed with starlight on an midnight flight. Hiccup ran the pad of his thumb over the silky surface, and then he tucked the scale into his pocket.

Astrid watched him from her place against the rock, "Why keep them?"

Hiccup shrugged, "I've been saving them. They're hard, they might make good armor."

He was confused by Astrid's knowing smile, "See, that's what I've been waiting for."

"Um…it is? Wait, is it because you want me to make you new arm guards or something? Because you're going to have to get in line behind all the other-"

"No, idiot. That thinking outside of Viking thought. You plan, Hiccup. For everything. We don't need new armor, but you're thinking up ways of making new versions anyway!"

Hiccup kept his uncomprehending gaze on Toothless' wing and let his arms go limp at his sides, "Okay, I'm completely confused. You're comparing dragon scale armor to searching for an item made by the gods. What exactly are you getting at?"

"If there's anything I've learned about you Hiccup Haddock, it's that you _never _do things halfway. You know what we're up against here, going into those tunnels. You've considered every possible thing that could happen. And you've found a way we can get out alive, or else you wouldn't be letting us go in the first place. So why are you second guessing?"

"Because I _don't _know Astrid. I don't know what's in there. I don't know if we'll come out of there unharmed-"

"You didn't with the Green Death either."

All emotion flew off of Hiccup's face as he abandoned his task to look Astrid in the eye, "And I lost a leg, Astrid. Look how well that went. How are you being so optimistic about this?"

Astrid straightened from her spot and walked over to Hiccup, her feet felt the warm chill of the water through her shoes.

"Because we're following _you_," she punched his arm much more lightly that either of them were used to, "Yes. We don't know if we'll come out alright. But you're going to do it anyway. For the same reason you went out to save Toothless and your dad and everyone else back home."

Hiccup let out a puff of breath, "Because I'm...crazy?"

"Because helping people is what you do."

Astrid ran a hand up his arm, feeling a warmth and steadiness that was just so…Hiccup.

Astrid felt him sigh, his shoulders and chest expanding and sinking back slowly. She saw his emerald eyes flare with green dragon fire as he smiled down at her.

"Why is it you know me better than even I do?"

"Because I'm smarter than you."

"Okay, now _that _is entirely untr-"

Astrid tugged his hair, and thus Hiccup's head, down, cutting off his tirade with a kiss. She heard the soft _sploosh_ of the brush being tossed to the water from Hiccup's hands as he brought them up to her waist. Astrid found herself being enveloped in his presence. Was Hiccup's skin always that smooth? His stance always so solid? Has he always moved this gracefully? Her hands involuntarily drew paths against his chest, their mouths teasing, turning, taunting. Her blood raced and sang for the young man in front of her. She would follow him to the end. No ifs, ands, or buts about it.

He kissed her once more, and pulled away slightly, the sides of their noses caressing and their breath hot against each of their faces.

Hiccup hummed, "Well…maybe it's a little true."

"Of course it is."

"But only by a little bit. I'm still Berk's golden prodigy," she flicked his nose and his chuckle was like fireflies in her lungs, she had no other option but to laugh back.

It was then that Snotlout came waltzing out from out of seemingly thin air, a large rucksack slung over his shoulder.

"We are rea-dy! Let's get moving guys! Put your shirt on, cousin, before we all go blind."

Astrid bent down, grabbed the forgotten brush, and chucked it at Snotlout's head. She muttered irritatedly, "I'll show you blind."

Hiccup, having ignored the jibe, spoke around his girlfriend's glare, "Snotlout, we don't have to go yet. Eirik said we could take time to eat, sleep, whatever. We don't know how long we'll be gone, or what we'll run into..."

Snotlout scoffed, "Oh come on, we're vikings! We get excited about danger, even you do! We, as in all of us, not just me, are _ready._ The others are waiting for the freaking boat as we speak. Let's go!"

Hiccup looked at the raging water of the river, contemplating. He shook his head to get the water out, spraying Astrid in the process, "Ok, head to the boat. I'll gather our stuff and tell Eirik we're ready."

Snotlout practically pranced at the river's edge, "Sweet! Meet you there. Don't hold us up with your incredible urge to make out. If I can resist it, you can too."

Hiccup gave a soft laugh. Astrid glared at him for it, "Don t encourage him, Hiccup."

"Fine, fine," he leaned over and gave her a chaste kiss. Once on her cheek, then her mouth, "Go get your things, I'll get the lizard and myself dry."

"Ok, but remember what we talked about before. And...if you have anymore doubts, talk to me."

Hiccup gave her a soft smile of gratitude, "I will. Thanks Astrid."

She nodded and Hiccup watched, with a dazed expression, as she made her way back to the village. Toothless came up beside him, and stared at his rider with large, teasing eyes. The Night Fury snorted and shook his head at Hiccup's ridiculousness.

Hiccup saw his dragon's reaction and patted his shoulder, "Some things never change. Do they, Bud?
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Hiccup watched from outskirts of the riverside as some of the villagers readied the longship to go down the river.

Toothless stood beside him, content after his bath, watching as well. The dragon shifted on his feet, warbbled, and nudged his rider with his nose.

Hiccup smiled at him, putting a hand on his snout, "I know Bud, me too."

Excitement bubbled up in him. Snotlout had been right,strangely enough. He _was_ excited by danger. He was ready to get out of this village, away from the moist air and torches.

The other Berkians were gathering food, an errand Eirik sent them on while they waited for the ship to be ready to set sail.

The blonde chief seemed as ready as they were, so no arguments were made to delay the trip any longer. Hiccup was grateful, he didn't know how much whining he could take from his friends if they had to wait.

The russet-haired teen sighed, and looked over the ship again. It really was grand, and he could definitely see the similarities between it and the ships back on Berk.

One of the villagers saw him watching and signaled a thumbs up to him. Well, now was the time. The ship was ready.

With a sharp tap of his prosthetic leg, Hiccup stood straight from his position leaning against the rock and patted his dragon's neck, "Alright, Toothless. Let's go fetch everyone else. Time to go on an adventure—AH!"

Hiccup looked over and jumped in shock. Toothless let out a surprised roar behind him.

An old woman, very old judging from the wrinkled skin and deep eyes that held much knowledge, suddenly was standing by his side. Hiccup must have been out of it, he hadn't even heard her appear. As he looked, he recognized her as one of the three he saw just a few hours ago, knitting on the street near the blacksmith's shop. He smiled and bowed his head to her in respect.

"Good evening Ma'am," Toothless sniffed her curiously from his rider's side, peridot eyes shining in the dim light.

The elder woman smiled, seeming unperturbed by the Night Fury, "What nice manners you have young Lord."

She eyed the ship the men were preparing on the river, Hiccup followed her gaze, "No more nice than the manners held by you and your people."

She gave a mirthless laugh, "Living down here, you learn that you can't afford to go down the petty path of hatred and cruelty. We need each other to survive. Which is why I've come, young Lord, to give you this."

She held out a bundle Hiccup hadn't realized she carried with her. As he took the bundle in his hands, it unraveled into a long, thin strip of black, fabric.

"A scarf?" He jerked it to the side as Toothless tried to nip at the end of it.

The old woman nodded, "My sisters and I made it for you. As a gift of gratitude, from the village to you and your friends. You are saving more than you know."

He didn't bother correcting her on the fact that it was much too warm to think about wearing the scarf, nor how it would serve more purpose to the villagers. The illogicality of the gift dangled in the air, in his lungs, before dissipating in his politeness.

"I…thank you."

The woman nodded slowly, wisps of gray hair escaping from her braid to frame her withered face. She turned and started shuffling away, "Keep it around your neck, Hiccup Haddock. You never know when the winter chill will bite."

He watched in silence until she turned a corner and was no longer in sight.

He looked over at his dragon, who gave him a wide-eyed stare and a dragon version of a shrug.

"It's a nice gesture."

Toothless snorted.

"Hm, you're right. They _do_ need to get out more. Guess that's why we're here."

Hiccup smiled and gazed over the length of fabric in his hands once more, feeling the soft wool fibers beneath his fingertips. Perhaps it would be useful.

He slipped it into the pack laying at his feet before going to find his friends.
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Astrid didn't understand why she felt upset. She was fine moments ago. Perfectly fine. Nothing was wrong—_is_ wrong. But she felt the familiar slither of annoyance curling in her stomach, reaching up her neck and into her brain to give her a headache.

Maybe it was Snotlout and Tuffnutt's bickering. Maybe it was the fact that they weren't on their way down the river yet. Maybe it was Eirik's bodyguard, Ylva, with her hard stare that made her uneasy.

Whatever it was, it was definitely _not_ Liva's presence onboard the boat.

Nope.

Definitely not.

She watched as the younger girl practically skipped over to Hiccup to talk to him about her dragon, which he was holding in his outstretched hands.

Okay...maybe it _was_ her.

Jealousy was very unbecoming of her, she knew this. In fact, it was hard for her to think about being jealous at all. She didn't even have any reason to be. She had complete faith that hiccup wouldn't leave her for any girl that batted her eyelashes at him. She knew that the stupid (adorable) look of wonder Hiccup was showing was all for the dragon. Not the short girl with curls in her hair and admiration in her eyes.

Alright, maybe jealous wasn't the right word. Protective seemed to fit more nicely.

The blonde sighed and settled against the side of the boat. She figured she should get a hold on her irritation, seeing how Liva would be joining them on their quest. She saw the merit in it, of course a healer, even one still in training, would be of use.

Joining them also was Ylva and Liva's brother, who Eirik was conversing with on the river's edge. All together, two guards and a healer to join Dromundr's chief and their merry band of Berkians. Plus one Night Fury, who was looking at the mast like he was about to make it a scratching post. The longship could have held many more, but she didn't mind. Small numbers were good for this expedition.

They didn't want too many people hindering the way, or losing their lives, depending on what they'd find.

It was all fine with Astrid. She found the undergrounders nice, but she was wary to trust them as of yet.

She hid a grimace as she listened to Hiccup's laughter, accompanied by Liva's. The back of her neck burned where she felt Ylva's eyes on her.

Yes, she was very wary indeed.

Her attention drifted as Axel walked up the wooden board that led to the ship's deck. Her eyes narrowed when she saw the hard line of his mouth mixed with his bloodless face.

"Everything okay, Axel?"

He started when she spoke, and gave her a nervous smile. His hand twirled his spear around absently, "I don't fare too well on the water. Don't be surprised if you see my lunch going for a swim soon."

Astrid sympathized with him, "I'm sure the feeling will pass. If not, I'm bet your sister can give you something for it."

His expression turned somber again, "Yeah, sure."

Astrid furrowed her brow I confusion as he dismissed himself. Perhaps she wasn't the only one who was anxious about going on this journey. But if they wanted to be able stay alive, they'd need everyone on this boat.

A loud clunking appeared on the wooden floor of the boat, and everyone straightened to attention as Eirik came aboard, his walking stick making it easy to get everyone's attention. Wearing the purple tunic he wore when they first met, along with strong metal armor around his chest and shoulders and a long sword hanging from his belt, not even his crutch offset the air of authority about him.

"So, we're all here, yes? Me, Ylva, the Halvander siblings, and our friends from Berk," He smiled as addressed each person, "Now, we don't know how long this will take, or what is down there. But I expect everyone to work together. Respect each other and protect each other."

Eirik turned to Hiccup, his eyes flashing in the torchlight. Hiccup straightened to meet his gaze head-on.

The chief of Dromundr waked up to Hiccup. His mutter was loud enough for all us to hear, but was directed only at our dragon tamer, "Help us get through this, and we will be forever in your debt, Hiccup Haddock III."

Hiccup nodded and raised his hand out towards Eirik. The blonde chief shook Hiccup's hand.

That was it, the truce struck. Astrid looked over towards the tunnel entrance. It's gaping maw outlined in jagged rocks and promising only the darkened riving inside of it. Waiting to swallow their ship whole. Astrid's hands tightened against the ship's railing. She wasn't sure what the darkness held.

Whatever it was, they were ready for it.

* * *

><p><strong>In the words of Bilbo Baggins: I'M GOING ON AN ADVENTURE!<strong>

**Mutually...as writer/readers. Which is the best kind of adventuer :)**

**Ok, last chapter's question winner! Congratulations to _MissLevinLover,_ HTTYD 2 does indeed come out June 13 (friday!)**

**Ok, so, strangely enough, this story was inspired by another movie series**

**other than HTTYD. A vast majority of it is about ships, mythical sea curses, and fun, actiony, adventure.**

**There are four movies in the series.**

**Anyone want to take a guess? **

**Thanks for all the reviews/favs/and alerts guys! **

**~Oliver**


	6. Chapter 6

**How to Train Your Dragon 2 guys...**

**Whatever they put in it, they should bottle that stuff up and sell it to writers like me. Cause if I had this amount of inspiration _all the time,_ I'd be rolling in cash from all my published bestsellers.**

**Dreamworks, get to work on this, you could make even more of a fortune than you already are.**

**_Disclaimer: Oddly enough, I do not own How to Train Your Dragon. I know you guys all probably thought I did, but noooope._**

* * *

><p>The beginning of their journey down the abysmal river was...anticlimactic to say the least. The first three hours they sailed down the river, ready and surrounded with supplies for their journey. Everyone had some kind of weapon hanging on them as a precaution. The twins and Astrid had their axes, the guards had spears strapped to their backs. Snotlout and Fishlegs were comfortable with their iron hammers. Hiccup felt secure with his dragon and a long, slender dagger at his side. Even Liva was given a knife; although, based on her expression, she didn't seem to know what she was going to use it for.<p>

They were all alert, waiting for the danger that was promised. Hiccup didn't know what he had expected. Rival vikings, dragons, godly curses, they were all candidates. But, above all else, their main battle so far had been against rocks.

Many, many rocks.

"Left!" Hiccup called out from his position at the very front of their longship. The front part of his body leaned out as far as his balance would let him. Hiccup narrowed his eyes, using the light of the two torches attached to the decorative dragon head to scan for rocks jutting out of the river.

Toothless stood at his side, nudging the young viking when he saw one his rider missed.

"Right! Sharp right!"

Axel was steering the ship magnificently, Hiccup summarized. The tall guard's reactions were fast and smooth. If any of the others had been maneuvering this thing, they would've crashed long ago.

The problem was the lighting, or lack thereof. They did their best to keep the dark at bay. Torches were placed along the side rails of the ship, with two on the back dragon head as well as the one up front. Five were secured to the mast, the sail of which was rolled up and secured tightly, virtually useless in the cave.

Unfortunately, even with that much light, Glimmer still had to perch herself at the front with Hiccup for there to be any chance of getting out unscratched.

Hiccup called out another direction to Axel when he heard the light tapping of someone's feet.

Liva, her black curls messily framing her petite face, popped up next to him.

"So, what do you think is out there? You know, down the river of torment?"

Hiccup shrugged, "Who knows, could be anything. Whatever it is, _this_ can't be all."

The young healer hummed at the thought, "What makes you say that? It could be _just_ the river."

"My gut doesn't exactly agree with you. That and the writing."

…_Beware the dangers in its depths, some come you will not expect._ The rhyme fluttered endlessly across his mind, reminding Hiccup to stay alert on their way.

Liva hopped a few times before leaning the top half of her body over the railing. She balanced on her stomach, and her feet hung suspended in midair, "This is so exciting! What will we find? Dwarves? Sea beasts? Magical spirits?"

She gasped and drummed her fingers against the wood excitedly, "What if we find trolls?"

Hiccup laughed at her words, being reminded of himself when he was younger. In fact, she seemed to think the trip was a game.

"If I may ask, Liva, why are you here? No offense, but if we needed a healer, wouldn't Eirik bring your master along?"

Liva's expression grew solemn, and Hiccup felt immediate remorse for asking the question as she slid off the railing and down to the floor of the boat.

"I've spend my entire life in Drómundr. The same people, the same buildings, the same daily routine for fourteen years. You saw it there's...nothing there.

She gave a long sigh and pulled her legs up to her chest. The young healer laid her chin on her knees as she continued on, "I've never had many friends. There are'unt many kids around my age, and even then they always thought I was different. I was never satisfied with just sitting inside, sewing or cooking or doing whatever other boring things I was supposed to do. I wanted to get out the village, find something worth finding."

She lifted her head, her eyes glittered in the semi-darkness, "You know what that's like, don't you? I can see it in your eyes. You've been lonely before too."

Hiccup sucked in a breath, and gazed hard at the woodwork below their feet. His hands clenched the railing. Oh yes, he knew lonely. More than Liva realized. Hiccup didn't like looking back on those years before he found Toothless, not when he had so many good things in his life now. It was all in the past, forgotten and forgiven. And yet, his heart clinched tightly at the words this young girl, who's life was so much like his.

Hiccup sighed, and opened his mouth to tell Liva that things can change, that they get better as everyone starts to see the value in different minds. However, he was cut off as the ship lurched violently.

Toothless let out a startled roar, and grabbed the back of his rider's tunic. Hiccup was pulled to the ground just in time to avoid getting his hands crushed by the large boulder that scraped against the side of the ship.

Thankfully, the ship rightened itself quickly. Axel's angry voice shouted up to them, "Oi! Stop talking and keep your eyes peeled, unless you fancy having our boat ripped apart!"

Liva stood from her sprawled spot on the deck, and stomped over to her brother, "You're the one who hit the rock! Let me drive before you kill us!"

Hiccup tuned the two sibling's out as they started to threaten each other with bodily harm. A shadow appeared over him, and he smiled when Astrid held out a hand to help him up.

He took it, "Thanks."

She gave a shake of her head as she helped him up, "Don't mention it. Fishleg's is going to take over your spot for a bit," she paused, and he caught her as her eyes darted over to Liva. She raised an eyebrow, "Having fun, were we?"

He was startled by her tone, dense and slightly harsh, "Why? Is...there a problem with it?"

She narrowed her eyes at him, and he watched as her body visibly relaxed her tense muscles after a bit, "Sorry, I didn't mean that."

"It's alright. Now, you want to tell me what's the matter? Or do I have to get Toothless to force it out of you?"

The dragon in question turned and, looking between the two vikings, gave Hiccup a look that said "_No way. Deal with your own problems"._

Astrid didn't say anything, but she crossed her arms and looked anywhere but at Hiccup's face.

Hiccup tilted her chin up with his hand, "You don't like being here."

Astrid shuffled her feet while glancing out of the corner of her eyes, "They make me nervous."

Hiccup stared at her, confused and a little concerned. Astrid was never nervous. Frightened sometimes, yes. Disbelieving? Definitely. But nervous? If there's one thing Astrid had, it was confidence in herself and her ability to handle a situation.

"Wh-What do you mean?"

Astrid sighed, and pulled Hiccup to the other side of the boat, whispering, "Liva obviously doesn't understand what we're doing here, and Axel keeps looking over his shoulder like he has someone after his head. Eirik is _way_ too happy about this trip, and his guard..." She grasped Hiccup's forearm tightly, "I can feel her eyes on us. I've seen people with eyes like hers before. It's going to be hard to work with her when I feel like she's going to attack me in my sleep."

Hiccup sent a subtle glance at each of the Drómundrs as he listened to Astrid. He nodded, understanding her reasoning. However, this wasn't some random journey they were forced on. They were here to help.

"I see what you mean, but you never trust new people, Astrid."

He regretted the words as soon as they left his mouth,"Hiccup, this is serious!

He raised his hands defensively, "Okay, okay, but still, were here as their help. If they wanted us dead, they would've killed us the second we went into their village. But instead they-"

"Talked us into going on a ride down the river of death."

"We're trapped on a boat with them. Just keep a close eye on everyone. I'll handle the intertribal relations, you go at them with your axe if things get messy. They haven't made any threatening moves against us, let's keep the peace while it's there."

He put his hands gently on her arms, his thumbs rubbing gentle circles against her shoulders, "We don't know them that well, you don't like that, I understand. But let's keep the speculating to a minimum. They really might just need us to get this dragon...who-ha-thingy. If they have ulterior motives, we'll know soon enough. Okay?"

Hiccup waited patiently as his girlfriend sighed, muttering to herself for a moment, before looking him in the eyes. She gave in, "Okay. But if something happens along the way, do _not_ go with any of them without one of us with you. Preferably me."

He smiled at her, "Of course, Milady, wouldn't want it any other-"

Hiccup was cut off as the boat turned on the river, and the entire cavern was lit up in blinding white light.

He heard gasps and sharp cries as everyone's light-sensitive eyes were stung by the sudden onslaught.

Hiccup groaned and shut his eyes tightly, which barely held off the discomforted feeling in his skull.

It was bright. Much, much too bright. He felt as if his eyes would be scorched out of their sockets if not for the flimsy flaps of skin covering them.

And then many sensations hit him at once. A soft, cold breeze. The sound of waves crashing against rocks. The tickle of sea air in his nose.

He let out a strangled gasp and forced his eyes to open, despite the overwhelming urge to keep them shut.

They were outside, under a beautifully blue sky. The sun shone mightier than any fires on Berk, raining down warm winter rays of sunlight onto Hiccup's face. Hiccup had never felt happier in his life.

He smiled, laughed, and immediately looked over at the undergrounders.

They all stared at the sky, their mouths hanging open in disbelief. Liva giggled and rubbed at her arms and legs, running around on the boat. Glimmer twirled around her head, chirping wildly as she zipped around at her human's glee.

"Axel! Axel, it's the _sun_! It's _warm_, like fire!"

Her brother didn't hear, he was too busy pacing the boat. His head darted from the water, to the rocks cutting their way to the sea, to the sky, and back again. Almost like he would decide what he wanted to look at the most, only to have something more entrancing catch his attention.

Even Ylva, who Hiccup hadn't seen show any type of emotion other than indifference, was gazing around in wide-eyed wonder. Her red hair whipped across her face and eyes in the wind, yet she was too stunned to brush it out of the way.

Eirik, whose bright blonde hair literally glowing from the light, laughed, "Oh, hammer of Thor! Oh gods!"

He practically skipped over to the boat railing, hanging off of it the same way Liva had earlier. He turned to Hiccup with a smile that would have torn his face in half, had it been any wider. The other chief grabbed at Hiccup shoulders and shook enthusiastically, "_This_ is what it's like outside?"

Hiccup couldn't help the laugh that belted out of him, "Well, only part of it. Everything's white and cold from the winter. Just wait until summer. When we get all of you out, you'll see all the colors. More than even I can describe."

Eirik, his eyes wide, hung onto ever single word. He was like a child, amazed and unbelieving that such a thing could possibly exist. He let go of Hiccup and looked out onto the horizon, "There's so much..."

Hiccup's expression softened, "And you'll get to see it all. All of you. I promise."

Eirik's returning smile was filled with gratitude, and he closed his eyes as the sea air blew across his face.

It was then that Hiccup noticed their guests weren't the only ones happy. His friends were all relieved and lighthearted. They laughed, enjoying the fresh, dry air they all missed so much.

Toothless bounded up to him, rocking the boat while doing so. His ridiculous Night Fury gave him a gummy smile, his tongue hanging out the side of his mouth.

Hiccup grabbed and shook the dragon's jaw playfully, "Nice to be out of there for a bit, huh Bud?"

The dragon warbled excitedly, shaking his head and licking Hiccup in the face.  
>"No! No, stop that!" the dragon stopped, but curled around Hiccup, nudging the viking and looking at the sky.<p>

Hiccup sighed and followed his gaze. He scratched under his dragon's chin, "I know Bud, I miss being up there too. But we've got to help these people. Or they'll never know what it's like. We can at least give them that."

Astrid, from his left, spoke in an uncertain voice, "What is this? Why does the river take us out here?"

Hiccup shrugged, "Taunting?"

"No, you insult the gods Master Haddock," Eirik spoke up, his eyes still on the sea, "This isn't taunting. This is generosity."

The thought didn't give Hiccup relief like it should have, "What do you mean?"

Astrid grabbed his arm and pulled him to the edge of the boat. She pointed at the line of boulders that signaled the boundary of their path "I think I know what he's saying. The rocks barring our way aren't much of a blockade. If we wanted to get over them, we'd just have to wait for the high tide, or get Toothelss to blast them."

"So...whatever made this...this is their way of giving us one last chance to change our mind. One last chance to turn back."

Eirik's joyful expression hardened at the words, "We can't. True, Liva, Axel, Ylva, and myself would be free. But I will not leave the rest of my village behind."

Hiccup shook his head, "No, we won't. But," Hiccup turned to his dragon, putting his hands on either side of Toothless' head, "I know you fine now, but I don't know how long we'll be in that cave. If you want to go, you can stay out here until we get back. You don't have to go in Bud."

Wasted words they were, the young chieftain knew his Night Fury wouldn't take the offer. But he wanted to give Toothless that option. He wasn't about to force his dragon somewhere he didn't want to go because of a choice he made.

Toothless snorted harshly, then nudged his way under Hiccup's arms to nuzzle his side.

Hiccup smiled, and turned to his friends, "The same goes for you guys. This is my decision. Last chance to opt-out if you don't want to go any further."

They all stared at him for a moment, like they couldn't believe he was even mentioning it. Snotlout was the first to come out of it.

The buff viking scoffed, and went to tug his cousin's hair, "You're an idiot of a chief. You think that's going to get me to miss out on all the glory?"

Tuffnutt cracked his knuckles, "Yeah, trying to steal it for yourself, Hiccup?"

Fishleggs shifted excitedly form foot to foot, "I can't miss this chance! What if we find more new dragons? Or something even cooler!"

Ruffnutt rolled her eyes, "Someone's got to beat you across the head when you get crazy, and Astrid sure as Hel ain't gonna do it."

The girl she was speaking of gave her a hard kick to the shin. Astrid ignored the verbal insults thrown her way and placed a hand on the back of Hiccup's neck, the ends of his hair ticking her fingertips.

"I told you, we're with you all the way."

Their words put a sheepish smile on their leader's face. Hiccup looked at them all and chuckled, "Well, where would I be without my army of dragon riders anyway?"

Snotlout's laughter boomed in his ear, and the viking pulled Hiccup in as he affectionately dug his knuckles into the other viking's skull. The team took that as the start of an obligatory dog-pile on their team leader, despite his size and his verbal protests.

Toothless, tilted his head as they all fell on the deck before deciding he should join in on the fun.

Eirik watched the scene from the side-lines, confused at the display. Didn't the vikings share any respect for their leader? Or was this just the way things worked on Berk?

Ylva looked at his expression out of the corner of her eyes. Without any prodding, she inquired, "Sir?"

"Nothing, Ylva, just...," he watched as Hiccup managed to get away from his group only to be tackled again by his dragon. Their laughter rung around the boat, almost making it vibrate in their joviality, "...they seem very close to Master Haddock, don't they?"

Ylva followed his gaze, "It appears they do, Sir."

Eirik hummed. He looked out to the horizon. Just a glimpse, and he couldn't get enough of it. _This_ was the sky. _This_ was the ocean. It was so clear, so bright compared to the damp prison that was his home. After this journey, after they found the Scale Reader, he would be able to look at it whenever he wished.

"Are they making too much of a ruckus, Sir?"

Eirik decided, on a whim, that one day he'd hold the sun in his hands.

"No, let them be. We have many trials ahead. Let them share their moment before the darkness takes us."

His other guard's voice pipped up from the back of the boat, calling for him. The blonde chief limped over to Axel, "What?"

The tall guard just pointed down the waterway, the rapids started getting stronger as it led back into the darkness. More so, Eirik could make out the direction the water went, at a slight curve. As they got closer, he could hear the roaring.

"Haddock!" he called out the the Berkian, who, at his serious expression, untangled himself from his friends and hurried over. He navigated his way around the tied down baskets and bags of supplies well, considering his handicap, and reached them quickly.  
>"What's the matter."<p>

Axel gripped the steerboard tightly to keep the ship steady, "I can't tell if it's just rough waters or something bigger."

Eirik saw the young man's eyes narrow in thought. He turned to Eirik, "Where's the anchor? If it's what I think it is, we're going to need a way to secure ourselves. We can toss it out to a rock and hope it holds us."

Eirik tensed, not knowing what kind of idea this other chief had gotten in his head, "What do you think it is?"

Hiccup tore his eyes off the cave's entrance, and gave Eirik a grave expression, "Maelstrom."

Hiccup ignored Eirik's stutter of suprise and tore his way back across the boat, looking for the anchor. He shouted at his friends as he went, "Snotlout, Astrid, Fishlegs, help me get this anchor ready to toss. Ruff, Tuff, make sure _everything_ on this boat is secured tightly. Get the others to help you. We can't risk losing our only supplies. Go now!"

The twins took off, grabbing everyone except Axel to help. Astrid and Snotlout only had to look at the rapids ahead before they dove down to the deck to accompany Hiccup at his task. Toothless, sensing the shift in everyone's demeanor, followed Hiccup closely.

They found the anchor hidden under an animal skin tarp. It was a rudimentary hunk of iron that looked centuries old, its two pointed ends looked sturdy though, and Hiccup nodded to himself.

"Okay, good, this is good."

Astrid and Snotlout knelt next to him, "What's the plan?"

"We're going to throw this at the wall."

Snotlout leaned over to Asrid, whispering loudly, "I think we knocked him around too much."

He waved a hand frantically to dismiss Snotlout,"No, no! Guys, it's a _maelstrom_! We secure the anchor on the rocks near the wall of the cave, and it'll keep us secure," he looked back at the old, rusted hunk of metal, "Hopefully."

He stood up, and motioned for them all to grab the anchor, they were passing the lip of the cave. When they passed, Hiccup, for once, found himself hating the fact that he was right.

The water swirled around the circular cavern, tearing it's way around and around before diving down into a terrible hole in the middle of the pool. The water's roar echoed like a thousand Green Deaths, its carnivorous mouth pulling the swirling water into it's depths, waiting for the chance to swallow them whole.

Hiccup felt Toothless curl his tail around one of his legs as he looked from the swirling water and back to the task at hand.

They didn't have to wait long for an opportune moment, jagged rocks littered the edge of the cavern as they were swiftly swept along. Heavy as the anchor was, they held fast and aimed at a cluster of rocks coming up on their side.

"Three, two, one, now!"

They threw the heavy piece of blacksmithery at the rocks, and it caught on the first try.

"Yes!" Hiccup was able to shout before they were all jerked harshly off their feet.

The ship lurched as the heavy chain remained secure. It didn't stop the ship immediately, the back of the boat swept out and turned them around as the rapids tried to keep carrying it.

The crew of vikings swiftly got to their feet, the wood underneath them groaned at the strain of being pulled in two different directions.

"Um, what do we do now?" Fishlegs said over the roar of the water.

Hiccup looked around the enclosed space, the only entrance or exit being the one they just came through. There were no other tunnles, no other indication of where they were supposed to head next.

He gaze shifted to Toothelss, expecting to find his dragon hunkered down, snarling and angry at their predicament. He was startled as his eyes caught onto the dragon, "Toothelss?"

The Night Fury had his forelimbs on the edge of the boat as he gazed deeply into the middle of the watery vortex. His earfins twitched spastically, not from his rider's call, but from something Hiccup didn't have the power to hear.

Hiccup made his way over to his dragon's side, a deep seeded worry starting to appear at the Night Fury's actions. He reached a hand out slowly to pat the scales on Toothless' side, "Bud? What's the matter?"

The dragon didn't seem to hear him, his slitted pupils staying on the vicious churn of water.

Before Hiccup could take any action to stop him, Toothless leaped off the side of the ship and dove into the water.

"Toothless!" Hiccup exclaimed, and made as if to dive in after his dragon. And he would've, if not for the pair of arms that encircled his midsection and hauled him back onto the boat.

Eirik stubbornly kept his hold on Hiccup when he struggled to get back to his dragon, "What are you doing?"

Astrid was quick to come to his side and help restrain her leader, "You can't just jump into a maelstrom, Hiccup!"

"Toothless jumped in! I don't know what he's thinking, he can't swim well!"

Her eyes widened, and she turned with him. They watched as Toothelss calmly rode the water down into the vortex, his red and black tailfins flapping as he dove down into the middle of the whirlpool. Within seconds he had disappeared into the dark waters.

"Glimmer!" Liva cried out with a gasp. Hiccup flinched as a flash of bright light zoomed past them. Glimmer's glow shone bright, and then disappeared in a flash as she dove in after the Night Fury.

Hiccup shook his head in disbelief, "Wha—I don't understand, what are they doing?"

"We have to follow them," Hiccup looked at Eirik like he had grown a second head.

Astrid voiced his thoughts for him, "Are you insane? Not only will our boat be shredded to pieced, but we'll drown!"

Eirik let go of Hiccup and pointed to the rooftop of the cave, "No, look. That spike of rock that's hanging from the ceiling. It's covered in carvings and symbols."

Hiccup followed Eirik's finger, and could just make out the carved sketches and words the curled around the stalactite. The rock ended in a sharp point directly above the middle of the swirling water.

Liva shouted above the roar of the water, "Are you crazy?!"

Ruffnutt crossed the boat to them, "We're supposed to go into a raging whirlpool? Because a _rock_ is telling us to?"

Eirik looked down at Hiccup, "Your dragon sensed something down there. Whatever it is, it called him there, Glimmer too. That's the way we need to go."

The little voice in Hiccup's conscious shouted _NO_. Going into a maelstrom was _not_ something his sense of self-preservation wanted to do. All vikings knew that to be caught in one was a guaranteed death by drowning. His instincts practically screamed at him to go the other direction.

But Toothless.

Hiccup looked at he water, his mind in as much torment as the water. Toothless wouldn't just jump into a raging pool of water like that, not unless the dragon had a death wish. Eirik was right, something was down there. And he wasn't about to leave his best friend there to face it alone.

He turned, pulling his arm out of Astrid's grasp, and went to the secured anchor, "Help me get this thing back on the boat!"

Eirik dashed over as quick as his limp let him and grabbed the chain to help. The others stood their ground, looking less willing.

Astrid planted her feet wide against the ground, "Hiccup! This plan is crazy! You _do_ realize that, right?"

"And this is new to you in, exactly, what way?"

Axel took her side, "We are going to _drown_!"

Eirik looked up from tugging on the chain, "Does it look like there's another way out? There are no other tunnels, no where else to go!"

"Hiccup!"

Hiccup looked up from the chain, "Everybody tie themselves down! Make it as tight as possible, we don't want to get separated!"

Nobody moved for a moment, looking warily at the maelstrom.

Hiccup's voice grew loud and stern, a chief's tone that held no room for arguments, "Do as I say, NOW!"

Everyone scrambled at his command, running to grabbed rope and tie themselves to the vertical beams of the ship's frame that curled up along the sides to the railing.

Hiccup grabbed the anchor chain next to Eirik, "We can't pull it through rock, we're going to have to flip it up and off somehow."

Eirik nodded, "Right."

It took longer than Hiccup wanted to, his mind worrying endlessly about Toothless the entire time, for the anchor to become untangled from the cluster of rocks. By the time they were loose and the anchor was secure, the ship was quickly headed towards the center of the deadly churn of water.

There was no time to tie himself to the boat like the others. Astrid held her hand out for him. He dropped to the floor of the boat beside her, and her arms constricted his chest as she held him tightly to her.

Hiccup clung onto Astrid and the side of the boat as the vessel twirled, faster and faster and faster. The cave swung above them, growing upward as the water pulled them down. The back of the boat hit the vortex. A rush of cold water raced up, grabbing the front of the boat, the mast, the sides with icy hands.

Hiccup sucked in a deep breath as they were pulled into its depths.

* * *

><p><strong>Winner of last chapter's question was <em>jeane grimbeek!<em>**

**The idea for this fic was actually born from me watching Pirates of the Caribbean on Stranger Tides.**

**So, I'm curious, what do you think is going to happen? What do you think this is all leading up to?**

**Feel free to fave, or put on your alert list, or review with your thoughts on how it's going so far :) Let's hope my writer's block stays faaaaaar away like it did with this chapter!**

**Hope you enjoyed it!**

**~Oliver**


	7. Chapter 7

_**DIsclaimer: I do not own How To Train Your Dragon. If I did, I'd use the profit to genetically engineer a real dragon into existence.**_

* * *

><p>Having the icy water pull them down was like crashing into an iceberg. The force of the impact ripped Hiccup's grip from the boat almost immediately, and he was thankful for Astrid's death grip, otherwise he'd have been lost to the water. He could feel the water rush past his frozen skin as the ship was pulled further and further down into its depths.<p>

Hiccup's lungs started to burn from the lack of oxygen, but still nothing happened. They just sunk deeper. He fought the rising need to kick and struggle at the water, to swim back up for air. Still they sunk.

A sudden fear rattled the to-be chief. Maybe they were wrong. This wasn't the way they were supposed to go. They were going to drown.

And then, suddenly, the ship halted its movement in the water. Everything froze for a moment. They floated still in the water, like a sunken, corpse-riddled shipwreck stopped in time. The ocean was quiet around them as all the sounds in the water stopped. Their progress lulled in the silence of a frozen ocean.

As suddenly as they stopped sinking, the ship started to rise quickly. The deck came up, forcefully catching them against the wooden deck as they were propelled upwards.. Hiccup felt pressure in his head and chest as they rose quickly. The painful squeezing reminded him of falling off his dragon while flying at great speeds. His instincts screamed at him to take a breath.

The ship crashed through the surface with a large splash. The resulting waves flew in the air before rolling into the rocky surroundings of the new cavern they appeared in.

Hiccup heard everyone gasp in a breath at the same time, and the warm air was the best thing in existence at that moment in time.

Hiccup sucked in a deep breath, chilled water ran off his head and onto the floor of the boat. The next breath he took was in surprise as he ran his hand over the wooden planks.

Dry. As dry as a scorched sleeping stone for the dragons in the middle of Berk's summer.

He felt Astrid release him, as she turned over to cough up a mouthful of water next to him. Well...the deck _had been_ dry.

He saw Snotlout grab at the boat railing as he hauled himself to his feet, "What the-? We're alive?"

Eirik smiled from his spot next to Ylva, who had held on to her chief in the same way Astrid had, "I told you so."

"Yeah, cause diving straight into a whirlpool is something every sane man does," Tuffnutt wrung out his hair as his sarcasm ripped into the blonde chief.

"I didn't see you coming up with any plans," said Liva.

"Shut it you little mudrat!"

A familiar, echoing bellow cut off the start of the argument. Hiccup got up with a gasp.

"Toothless?"

He looked out over the water of the cave, searching for his dragon. There was light in the cave, enough for Hicupp to see. He didn't know where it was coming from, but he didn't care. His eyes flicked frantically until he caught movement. Blending in to a dark rock near them, Toothless was perched on a rock formation jutting out of the water. He let out a low roar at them in happiness.

Hiccup ran to the side of the boat, "Toothless!"

The Night Fury flapped his tail against the boulder happily, his remaining fin slapped harshly against the stone. Glimmer appeared on his head, chirping as she realized they had arrived.

Toothless roared again and Hiccup thanked whatever gods were out there that there was only a short distance between his dragon and their vessel.

"Come on, Bud, come to me," Hiccup moved out of the way as the dragon steadied himself on top of the rock. The dragon's back end shook as he crouched and leapt the shot distance. He landed on the ship with a heavy thud and immediately pranced over to nuzzle his rider. Glimmer let out a clicking noise in protest before flying off and finding Liva, who cooed and cuddled her like a newborn babe.

Toothless butted his head roughly against Hiccup's chest. Hiccup chuckled and scratched the dragon's head affectionately, "I'm glad you're alright, Bud. What were you thinking? Jumping into the water like that?"

Toothless ducked his head innocently, his pupils blown wide in the dark. He chuffed and rubbed his muzzle against his rider as an apology.

"Toothless! Oh thank the gods!" the dragon gave a startled snort as Snotlout barreled into him.

The black-haired teen hugged the Night Fury with all he had, despite the startled way the dragon leaned his head away and pinned his ears back, "You're okay! If you had died, Hiccup would have been _so_ much more annoying!"

"So, uh, what now? Do we just keep going?" Fishlegs asked, his fur shirt dripping wet from their plunge.

They all looked at the cavern, completely enclosed with only one way to go.

Axel sighed and went to the tiller, "It's not like we have much of a choice."

H~~~~~T~~~~~T~~~~~Y~~~~~D

Hiccup was officially sick of rocks and caves. He hated them. Every single one of them. He didn't think he'd ever be able to look at one again without some feeling of absolute repulsion. He supposed hours of pushing their longship across the water and into this particular stretch of tunnels was a good reason for the emotion. Well, it at least felt like hours. There wasn't any way to accurately tell how long they had really been in there.

There was no current on this stretch of water. It was so still Hiccup could accurately make out his own reflection in it. Their only way of travel was through rowing now. With three oars on each side, the vikings took turns in propelling them along their way down the watercourse. Once they got started, the longship flowed easily enough. They cut through the water like a red-hot sword slowly slicing against snow. Their boat moved along, casting a smooth pattern of ripples in their wake.

What seemed like a skeptical journey at the start now had merit to it. Hiccup didn't know how it worked, or who was responsible, but this particular trail of tunnels was definitely made by something unnatural. There was no denying it, not with all the evidence Hiccup had gathered. The most obvious fact was how the boat didn't take in a lot of water when they floated to the surface. In fact, the only things that were soaking wet were himself and the others. Their water was still fresh, not a hint of salt staining it. And their food, clothing, and other possessions were completely dry as well.

Another fact was the dragons. Toothless, as unfazed as he was about jumping into the maelstrom, would just stare into the tunnels ever now and again. Hiccup was reminded of the time so long ago when the Night Fury led Astrid and him to the Nest. His ears would twitch and a faint clicking sound would rumble in the dragon's throat. It was like he was having a conversation with something that wasn't there. Just as soon as Hiccup would notice, the dragon would blink and act as he normally would. It had the same effect on Glimmer, who had taken to perching herself on his Night Fury. Her white glow stood out against the dark hide like a falling star on a clear night.

Of course, there was one more thing that make the tunnels seems unearthly. Hiccup had studied the light source once Toothless was back on board. The rocks seemed to give off a light blue glow. If Hiccup wasn't looking for it, he wouldn't have noticed it, but the soft light from the rocks had solved their problems with the darkness. They could see everything clearly, they didn't even need the torches to be lit anymore. Hiccup tried to figure it out, always the curious viking, but the only idea he could come up with was a type of glowing algae, but that didn't seem likely since there was no sunlight.

Hiccup contemplated the anomaly more and more, even as he was herded over to take over rowing for Ruffnutt.

If all these facts were real, and Hiccup wasn't dreaming or in a fever-induced hallucination, then the Scale Reader could actually do as Eirik said it would. Turn humans into dragons.

The thought excited the dragon rider. Maybe Eirik would let him use the Scale Reader after they helped the undergrounders escape. Just think! All the knowledge they could gain on the dragons. What muscles were used in flying, which foods were best, what certain vocalizations meant. They would be able to _communicate_ with the dragons. He could _talk_ to Toothless! Ok...was getting a little ahead of himself there. But still, all the things he and his village could learn. The people of Berk would be able to help their dragons even more. Their knowledge would be passed down for generations, and the bonds between Viking and dragon would become even stronger.

Hiccup was well into this certain train of thought when Eirik called out from his place at the tiller, "Alright, let's stop here to rest."

Everyone at the oars stopped with a collective sigh. Hiccup gazed about the new "room" of the tunnel as he stretched his arms out above his head. The only thing new about it was the glow, which was more light green than the blue of the other tunnels.

"Finally! We an eat now, right?" Tuffnutt's back cracked in a way that made Hiccup worry as he bent over to stretch, his muscles stiff from sitting for so long.

There were loud exclamations of agreement to the male twin's question. Not long afterwords all the vikings were sitting together comfortable eating various breads, cheeses, and meat graciously cooked to perfection by a certain Night Fury.

Hiccup let everyone take their portions of the meal first before he thought to eat. Before doing so, he quickly threw a large portion of raw fish to his dragon who gobbled them up with a grateful roar.

Hiccup looked around for an open space amongst the group to sit down at and saw one next to Eirik.

He caught a bit of conversation between Fishlegs and Liva, something about how Glimmer used sound to find her way without eyes, as he plopped down next to Chief of Dromundr.

"So, how are you faring?" Hiccup reached and snagged a piece of dry bread as he spoke.

The corner of Eirik's mouth twitched into a small smile, "It is not as exciting as I expected."

"Um...I'm not sure if that qualifies as a bad thing," he bit at the bread and scrunched his nose at the stale taste.

Eirik brandished his sword dramatically, the green light glistened against the polished metal, "Ah, what is a quest if there are no challenges?"

Hiccup watched the blonde as he held the weapon up. He could see Eirik's reflection in the metal, his face contorted, and it made the scar across his nose more prominent. The content conversations around them seemed to dim in Hicucp's mind as his eyes went to Eirik's walking stick.

He wondered if Eirik's injury was better or worse than his missing leg. Hiccup remembered the initial pain of it when he woke the first time after his battle with the Green Death. It brought up memories of the months after, where each step caused so much agony that he'd taken to riding Toothless for weeks instead of walking. He still had phantom pains every now and again; he'd curl in his bed when they happened, needing to quench the fire eating at his left foot and failing because there was no foot there to feel pain. He wondered if Eirik's injured leg burned like fire, or if it numbed down into nothingness. Leaving him with nothing but a useless limb and a haunting memory.

Eirik cleared his throat and Hiccup looked up, abashed to be caught staring, "Sorry! Sorry, I didn't mean to-"

Eirik waved a hand at him to stop and reached down to his leg. He pulled the trouser leg up, revealing various scars that rose up along his calf. His knee looked like someone took a hammer to it. The kneecap was dented and the joint looked as if it healed at an awkward angle.

"Three years ago, my father and I were caught in a cave-in. We were traveling the tunnels. It was something we did together when he had enough time to spare. With him taking car of the village, we didn't get to see each other much, and my mother died of illness when I was young. So I treasured what time I had with my father."

Eirik let the fabric roll back down his leg, his face solemn, "We could see a storm through the hole over the village when we left that day. Lightning must have struck the outside of the island, because we could feel the ground shake. It dislodged the rocks above us. He pushed me back and told me to run, so I did. I made it, but he did not."

Eirik's eyes left Hiccup's face. They glanced about the cavern, looking but not truly seeing. Hiccup could almost see the memories unfolding across his mind's eye. The soft sound of the others' separate conversations filled up the silence as he continued.

"I managed to reach the mouth of the cave, but slipped. Rocks were falling all about, I had my hands covering my head to shield it. One piece got me across here," he traced the scar on his nose with his thumb, "And a large portion of the roof managed to land on my leg. Thankfully, it rolled off, but it not without breaking the bone in several places. The scars are from where the bone broke skin."

Eirik let out a humorless laugh, "I was surprised the healer could put all the pieces back together. Or...eh, most of them at least."

Hiccup winced at the phrase. Gobber used one similar when he filled Hiccup in on what happened after the Queen died that day. _The blasted beastie saved ye, lad. Well...most of ye._

He was startled, however, when Eirik laughed a real laugh. The blonde gave his leg a few taps, "It doesn't bend right and is strange to walk on, but it works. You must know that already though, similar circumstances and all. Leg injuries. Must be a chief thing."

He gave Hiccup a sympathetic smile

"Although, I think...how did your cousin put it? "Falling into an exploding dragon", yes that was it, is a more worthy tale to be told," Eirik smiled as he go to his feet and announced that everyone should get some rest.

Hiccup sat a bit longer, processing his new-found information on the chief as he stared out at the dancing green light from the water.

H~~~T~~~T~~~Y~~~D

Hiccup had barely entered the deep stages of sleep when something interrupted it.

Hiccup bit back a groan as he woke to a strange noise. He sat up, the furred blanket slipping off his chest and arms at the motion. It was silent, except for the scattered snores from others on the boat.

That must have been what woke him up. And now that he noticed it, he'd never be able to block it out to go back to sleep.

But no, it had been something else, right? He was sure it was. Something softer.

Shaking his head, Hiccup got up from his sleeping place on the boat. He strode over to the side and ran a hand through his hair. Hiccup looked down at the glowing water. When he saw nothing, he gave a long sigh and rubbed his eyes in exhaustion. He was just tired, his mind was playing tricks on him.

A voice trilled faintly in the cave.

Hiccup picked his head back up, straining to hear.

Wait, no...there it was again. Singing?

The words were long-winded, sung in a way where they softly twisted into each other. He couldn't understand them. Perhaps they were in a different language. But, oh, how they flowed in the air, echoing and fluttering against the rocks. It was noting like the excited, bounding ballads sung in the Great Hall. No, Hiccup had never heard such beauty. It was a song that personified colored sunsets and finely chilled mornings. It was sung with such carefulness, as delicate as a butterfly's wings.

The light, trilling voice seemed to caress at Hiccup's ears. The young chieftain felt all his stress drip out, like a light summer rainfall through tree canopies. He sighed as the tension left his shoulders and his head listed to the side.

Gods, it was beautiful.

His eyes closed on their own accord, and Hiccup dipped his head towards the water. Who was singing? Someone on the boat? The voice sounded familiar. Oh, he didn't care. Whoever it was, he just hoped beyond hope that they wouldn't stop.

Hiccup opened his eyes, the song still caressing his eardrums. He flinched in surprise when he looked back at the water.

Astrid was there, smiling at him from where she floated. The tops of her shoulders bobbed against the water's surface.

Hiccup blinked slowly, confused. He could have sworn he just saw her, curled up with her nose under her blanket. How did she get in the water so fast?

Hiccup furrowed his brow, "Astrid? What the...I thought you were sleeping."

Astrid only laughed lightly at him, her voice like magic in the air, and Hiccup didn't mind as his confusion disappeared. He couldn't help it, he smiled back. He studied her, her damp skin glistening in the green light. Her eyes shone like bursts of lightning in navy blue storm clouds. Her lips a faint pink that matched the blush across her cheeks. Her golden hair was loose, and Hiccup's eyebrows quirked up as he followed the unsnarled threads down as they modestly covered her bare front. His breath hitched in his throat.

She was beautiful. More than beautiful, she was a goddess.

She was also the one singing.

Hiccup had heard Astrid sing before, it wasn't usually as captivating as this, but Hiccup didn't think too much of it. He decided to just enjoy the sound of her voice..

She reached a bare arm out of the water, shining water droplets leaving seductive trails across her skin before plinking back into the pool. Hiccup's eyes drooped, half-lidded, as her cool hand caressed the side of his face. Hiccup nuzzled into it, breathing in a lungful of her scent, as fresh and natural as rain-drenched earth. Her fingers crept into his hair, water from her hand catching in his bangs and wetting his face. At some point Hiccup pulled himself forward, his midriff coming to rest on the ship's railing as he leaned out close to the water.

All thoughts of sleep, of their quest, of the singing, vanished into oblivion. There was only Astrid. Astrid who was leaning up. Astrid who's mere presence wiped his mind clear of everything. Astrid, who's lips were like the warm rays of the sun as they brushed the side of his neck.

"_Hiccup?"_

The song never ceased.

Those lips that made their way up his jaw and to his own.

Her hand moved to the nape of his neck. Capturing him as he kissed her back. The other hand urgently pulled at his wrist.

The air around him cooled, and his breath was taken by the kiss. He was floating.

He should join her in the water.

"_Hiccup."_

The distant roar of his dragon was drowned out by her song.

He never wanted her to stop singing.

"_Hiccup!"_

H~~~T~~~T~~~Y~~~D

Astrid was awoken by a myriad of hisses and low, scathing growls from Toothless. She saw him crouched lowly against the boat's deck with his wings half-out threateningly and his tail lashing in anxiety. The appendage brushed roughly against Astrid's foot with ever swish. She shot up from her sleeping spot and was met with the sight of all the boys leaning precariously over the boat's sides.

She got to her feet slowly, confused as to why they were awake.

Snotlout was closest, "What's going on?"

He stayed silent, either too entranced or too dense to respond. She turned to her boyfriend who Toothless was edging towards cautiously. He stood motionless as he looked out over the water.

"Hiccup? Why's everyone up?"

He didn't seem to hear her call, captivated by something over the side of the boat.

"Hiccup. Hey, answer me."

That was when she heard splashing. The dragon put his caution aside and went to his rider. Sniffing the air, he immediately jerked away and pinned his ears back. He let out a panicked roar. Astrid looked from the defensive dragon back to Hiccup, and immediately grabbed her axe when she saw a pale hand pulling his head to the water.

"Hiccup!"

Toothless reacted faster and caught Hiccup right before...whatever it was pulled him into the water. The dragon grabbed Hiccup by the edge of his shirt and forcefully pulled him back. The creature must have done something, because Hiccup immediately cried out in pain, his hands flying to his head as if it would help.

Ruffnutt, Liva, and Ylva gasped awake at his shout.

"What's happening?" Liva shouted. Glimmer growled at her spot next to the healer and flew in between the barrels of supplies on the ship.

"We're under attack! Get the boys away from the water!" the blonde viking heard weapons being drawn as ran up to the side of the boat, her axe raised to strike.

"Under attack from...what?" Ruffnutt's words died as as she and Astrid reached the side of the boat.

Astrid froze, staring back into eyes as blue as her own.

It was...herself?

She stood still, her axe still raised behind her head to deliver a killing blow.

Ruffnutt looked over her shoulder as she passed, "What the double-headed dragon crap?"

Similar thoughts crossed Astrid's mind as she stared at a perfect replica of herself. The Astrid in the water narrowed her eyes and gave a vile hiss, her fingers clawed violently at the water.

Astrid blinked her surprise away, and glared at the creature. She heard distinct thuds and shouts of pain as the others were pulled back onto the boat by the other girls, but she dared not to take her eyes off the creature.

It was close enough for her to hit, so Astrid swung her axe at the creature The arch of her blade missed as it propelled itself backwards, revealing glittering, dark purple scales and a fish-like tail.

Astrid watched as the reflection of herself melted off, pale skin rippled before being replaced with dark scales, and gold hair melded into a ragged dorsal fin. The fish-like creature shrieked harshly as it showed its true form. Aquatic appendages, shark-like eyes, and jagged teeth making their appearance as the disguise lifted.

Wait, no. This couldn't be.

"It's a river demon!" she warned the others.

"No way!" Ruffnutt shouted from the other side of the boat, "You can't be serious!"

Astrid had to admit, yes, it was hard to believe, but the evidence was right in front of her. They all heard of the stories of these demons, the spirits that lured people to rivers and drowned them. They were told to keep children away from the dangers of the rivers on Berk. Astrid, being a fearless child, had ventured out once to hunt the shape-shifting water spirits, only to find herself disappointed when none showed up in the river. She remembered going home in a strop and yelling at her mother not to tell her stories that weren't true.

She made a mental note to make a long apology to her mother when she got back to Berk.

The spirits, she saw that there were plenty more surrounding the boat, bared their serrated teeth at them. Some still donned their flesh camouflages, all varying versions of a pretty, young maiden. The disguise used to lure men into the water to consume them.

The one before her, the one that had been disguised as herself, gave another outraged shriek for taking her prey away.

As much as they hissed and spit, both sides were at a standstill. Without taking her eyes off the spirit, Astrid said, "Liva, are the boys alright?"

Astrid heard the silence of her hesitation before it was replaced by a scrambled noise, "It, um...it looks like their heads are hurting. Don't, uh, spirits sing? Maybe it was because we...broke it off?"

Ylva's sturdy voice sounded, "I never heard any singing."

Astrid saw one of the demons try to swim back towards the boat, coming into Astrid's range. She swung her axe, and managed to hit this one. The axe blade tore through the spirit's shoulder, and it's scream echoed across the cavern, making Astrid want to cover her ears. The demon gripped the mangled flesh, and dove back underwater, dark blood leaving a stained trail in the water.

Their fallen sister was enough reason for the others to attack.

Astrid thanked the gods for her quick reflexes. The water demons didn't just come at the boat, they _leapt_ out of the water, trying to sink their sharp teeth into their attackers. They came at Astrid like a kestrel diving after a mouse in the grass. Astrid was saved more than once by a flying bolt of blue fire, Toothless' protective snarls backing her up from his spot over Hiccup. The air was filled with loud shrieks and splashes. Astrid's heart skipped frightfully every time she managed to catch the sight of one coming after her.

It managed to get a grip on the edge of the boat, and caught Astrid's arm in its clawed hands. Astrid gasped as she was roughly pulled overboard.

The spirit grabbed bother her arms and dragged her under the water. Astrid struggled against her grip. She was at a disadvantage though, the water slowed her movements down while barely hindering her enemy.

That wasn't to say that she didn't fight back.

Kicking out at the spirit, her foot landed squarely against the creature's jaw. Stunned, the creature loosed its grasp on Astrid slightly, but it was enough for the viking to get an arm free. Astrid dug a small dagger out of her fur-lined boot, and slashed it through the water with a bit of effort.

Despite her slowed movements, she was able to stab the spirit in the side.

The demon's screech was more pronounced in the water and it released Astrid as the viking withdrew her knife.

Astrid bared her teeth back at it, ignoring the air bubbles that left her mouth. The river spirit curled in on itself, pressing its finned hands against the deep wound on its midsection. Astrid caught the pained expression of it as the water grew dark with blood, and the spirit let out a harsh trill. It darted away, along with two others that managed to escape relatively unharmed.

Despite her growing need for air, Astrid watched the female spirits swim to the bottom of the pool and disappear into a hole in the rocky bottom.

Tense and wary about the sudden retreat, Astrid voted to get out of the water. She put her knife away and kicked rapidly. She broke the water's surface within seconds. The water was cloudy with the blood of the remaining dead river spirits floating in the water.

"Astrid!"

Astrid reached out an arm and clung to the side of the boat. She spit out a mouthful of water, but waved Liva off when she came to the boat edge with a worried expression.

"I'm alright. Help the guys. Make sure they're okay."

"But Astrid-"

She gave Liva a sharp look,"Just do it."

The younger girl looked skeptical, but made an affirmed noise and left. Astrid decided to take a moment to gather herself. She let out a breath, exhausted from the fighting. As she hung there, half in and half out of the water.

She froze when she heard a strange noise.

Was that...?

It stopped before Astrid could decipher it, so she stayed still, listening. However, she heard nothing else. She looked at the water around her, searching for waves or the flutter of a scaled fin. She waited, listening and looking for what felt a long time, but nothing showed up. The viking warrior shrugged and pulled herself onto the boat.

As her feet hit the deck, and Astrid wrung the water out of her braid, she looked at Hiccup. He and the others weren't shouting in pain anymore, but the dragon rider still clung to his head, his expression scrunched in discomfort. Liva must have given them something to lessen the pain. Toothless,curled around Hiccup, looked at her with big, green eyes and grumbled.

His ears flicked and he looked toward the water, growling. In the same second, Astrid heard the noise again, but this time she wasn't the only one.

"Um...is it just me who hears that?" Ruffnutt said from her brother's side.

"Singing," Ylva started to draw her sword again cautiously.

Astrid grabbed her axe from where she dropped it on the boat floor when pulled overboard and whipped around, eyes set on the water.

Astrid stiffened, despite the voice somehow calming her. A dark shadow crept under the surface of the water, curling near her. The shape was different than the other spirits, less curved with broader shoulders. And much bigger. It slunk under the water gracefully, going up cautiously to each of the dead spirits floating in the water before swimming back near the boat. The female spirit had gone and gotten reinforcements. No, reinforcement. Just one.

The song continued and Astrid held her axe up, she wasn't going to fall for a trick like this.

As she followed the shape, some part of her screamed to shout at the others to grab their attention, but as the song crept on, a reasonable part of her didn't feel the need to. There was no danger here. And the song was so pretty.

A mop of russet-brown hair popped out of the water, followed by a pair of forest green eyes. They looked directly at her.

Astrid almost dropped her axe.

Before she knew it, Hiccu—no, no the creature sprung out of the water and into her. They both crashed on the deck. Astrid struggled, pushing at the male spirit's restraining hold. Where were the others?

It sung, calling at her to look at its face.

Astrid resisted, it was a trick! She couldn't look at his face. It wasn't him.

The song urged her to. I was alright, he wasn't going to hurt her.

But she shouldn't.

He would _never_ hurt her.

How could she think such a thing? He would die before he hurt her.

It was said so gently, before she knew it, the fight was lost, Astrid relaxed into the song and looked up at the creature holding her down.

Hiccup leaned over her, his eyes gentle but firm. His forceful hold on her shoulders loosened as he settled down along her.

See? He was nice. She was safe. There wasn't anywhere else she would rather be, was there? He was Hiccup, and he was here. Just with her, just _for_ her. Astrid sighed and closed her eyes as he nuzzled against her softly. She almost giggled as she felt his teeth graze her neck in a loving little nip.

Suddenly, there was a blast of heat and light, and Hiccup was forced off of her.

"Ah!" a piercing pain sprung in her head, and Astrid rolled onto her side.

What was Toothless doing? That was Hiccup! He just-

No, oh gods, no it wasn't Hiccup.

Astrid rolled over, despite the sharp throbbing in her skull and forced her eyes open.

The spirit, gods he looked so much like the boy behind her, slammed his tail against the boat, roaring and curling his finned arm against his side, which sported a horrible, blistering burn. Astrid almost gagged at the smell of roasting flesh.

Suddenly, Ylva was next to him, and the creature fought against her approach. Now that the song was gone, everyone could see him for what he was. It growled harshly, snapping it's teeth and swiping at her legs with clawed hands, frantically pushing itself to get away. His attempts were strong, but not fast. It was a fish stranded on land. And, with its main offense tactic cut off, it would die like one. Ylva planted a boot on the membranes of his tail to keep him in place.

_No, not him .It's not him. It's not Hiccup. It's. Not. Him_. Astrid repeated the mantra to herself, but knew she would forever keep the image of Ylva plunging her blade into the creature's heart. She would remember the wet crunch of metal breaking through bone. The scream and the blood running down his skin. The wide-eyed look of fear and pain on his face right before he slackened and hit the deck with a too soft thud.

After a moment, Ylva withdrew her sword with a sickening squelch, and wiped the bloodied blade along her shirt.

She looked at Astrid, "Be thankful to the Night Fury. If it had not stopped the song, we would have all been lost."

Astrid blinked and looked behind her. Ruffnutt and Liva were both breathing harshly, their faces scrunched in pain. Even Ylva couldn't manage to wipe out all the discomfort from her expression Toothless was still crouched over Hiccup, the real Hiccup, and the dragon pointed his muzzle as close to Astrid as he could. He crooned at her, wanting to make sure she was alright but not daring to leave his rider.

The blonde viking stood shakily, her head still pounding, and knelt next to Toothless. She placed one hand on the dragon's nose and the other in Hiccup's hair.

She didn't dare glance back at the body that lifelessly stared at the cave ceiling.

Silence reigned in the air around them.

There was no more singing.

* * *

><p><strong>So, as we've just seen, some things along this journey are going to by mythical (well, okay most will be mythical). And, since I mentally place Berk somewhere north and in-between Norway and the UK, I wanted to use mythology from that particular area.<strong>

**The Norse had a mythological creature called the _Nøkken_, who was a river spirit that could change into anything to lure people into the water. So I took the idea of his shape shifting and blended it with that of mermaids (because mermaids are freaky to be quite honest).**

**And, while researching mythology is fun, I'm not above making mistakes. So if anybody sees anything glaringly wrong with my research, feel free to correct me.**

**Lots of more dangerous things to come. Yay adventure!**

**~Oliver**


	8. Chapter 8

I really hate to do this, like hate it to the depths of my soul, but I'm going to be putting this story on a hiatus.

As I was trying to write the next chapter, I realized two things:

1) While I had a strong grip on the story and characterization at the beginning of this, I've changed the events and what I want this all to lead up to, and it isn't fitting very well with what I already have written. So, basically, the timeline of this story has gone all out of whack in my head, and I feel it'd be an injustice to all of you guys if I just make the rest up as I go along.

2) Looking back on my previous chapters of this story, I realized that this entire things needs a _serious_ rewrite. Not only story-wise, but character-wise as well. Dialogue? Blech. Characterization? Blech. 4 outta 10. I'm not happy with it.

I still really like the general idea of the story though, so I don't want to abandon it altogether. I'm going to take a break from it (not going to say how long because I don't want to make/break any promises), maybe write something else, and come back and spruce it up into what is hopefully a better story later on.

However, I still want to go ahead and thank _every. Single. One. Of. You_. for taking the time to comment on this story, for faving it and putting it on your alert list. Even for simply reading it. You guys are all **amazing** :) If you have any thoughts or criticism (respectful criticism, please) on how I could better my writing style, please don't' be afraid to say so. Fanfiction is not only a place for me to put up stories, but also a good way for me to practice and improve my writing.

Again, I'm sorry it had to come to this, but thank you so much for sticking by it for so long! :)


End file.
